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5 | „OV and MADNESE 
| A Story too true. In a Series of Letters be 
- | tween Partics, whoſe Names would perhaps be men- 
| tioned, were they leſs known, or leſs lamented. 
| Governor. Who did the bloody Deed ? 
Orconoko. The Deed was mine. 
Bloody I know it is; and I expect 
Your Laws ſhould tell me fo. Thus, ſelf- con- 
5 | demn'd, | 
I do reſign myſelf into your Hands, 
The Hands of Juſtice, 
Oroonoko. 

N. B. The original of the laſt Letter from 
{ CHATTERTON (the ſuppoſed Author of Rowley's 

Poems) and the original Letter from CHAT TER 
'FON's Sifter, communicated in the Courſe of this 


Corr eſpondence, are N08 in Jl Hands of the. 


| P ubliſher. 
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ere the Ceremony could be performed, the Woman It 
changed her Mind, and refuſed to complete the holy 
Ceremony. Oft did.the Lover entreat, but in vain. If 
On Saturday laſt, he went, and formally demanded 


fortunate Man, in a Fit of Frenzy, took a Piſtol 


- Have me, the Devil ſhall,” diſcharged the, Contents 


rr 


| found guilty principally 


| her more than this unlucky Blow) © I di 
her any more than that unhappy Blow: I loved her 


afte! wards been diſcontinued, and all Connexion |} 
between the Parties was broken off: 80 ſtrong, ]| 
Hebe bu fu that he was obliged i 


Enfield, Middleſex, on Saturday laſt:— A young 


Couple of that Place had been aſked ic Church, but 


Marriage, which was as formally refuſed, The un- 
from his Pocket, and exclaiming, * If you will not 
into his Head, and died on the Spot. 24 107 


Hereford, April 26. On Wedneſday laft, the 18th, 
at tie. great Seſſions, holden in Cowbridge, for the 


County of Glamorgan, William Owen and Cornelius || 


Gorton, were found guiity of Murder. 
The Cale of William Owen was an extraordinary. 


one; in its Circumitances very much refembling that 

of Mr. Hackman and Miſs Ray. It was underſtood J 
| that he had paid his Addreſſes to 

Deceaſed, and had been wel] received; but that | 


— 


owing to the Interference of his Friends, they had 


however, was h 
to renew the Courtſhip; but ſuch was her Reſentment 
of his former Conduct, in deſerting her at the 
Inſtance of his Relations, that ſhe perſiſted in 


decliving any further Communication with him; the 1 


Conſequence of which was, that in a fatal Moment, 


| the Exceſs of his Paſſion, and the Fury of Diſ- 
appointment, precipitated him upon this Act of 
ration. It was in Proof, that the Deceaſed [} 
was Servant to Mr. Hil}, a Gentleman concerned in 


Deſperation. 
the Iron-Works at Merthyr-Tydfil,; that ſhe was 


| ſeen about Nine in the Evening of the 1ſt inſt. talking 
"with the Priſoner before the Kitchen Window of 


Mr. Cockſlent, Iron-Maſter there, and next Door 
Neighbour to Mr. Hill; that in the Kitchen a Con- 
verſation was heard in a Tone of Voice that indicated 
ſome Diſpute or Difference; that a Woman's Voice 


was heard crying out very loud; that the Deceaſed 
| almoſt inſtantly came into the Kitchen, ſtreaming 
| with Blood from her Neck, fell into the Arms of Mr, 
| Cockſlent's Gardener, and in Half an Hour expired. |} 
| She appeared to have received a Stab in the Neck two 


Inches deep, with a ſharp-pointed Knife. He was. 
upon bis own Confeſſion, 

which was (upon being aſked whether he had abuſed 
1 did not touch 


in my Heart, and I am willing to die for her 
— When apprehended by Mr. Cockſlent 
„% You need not hold me, I was not gong: 
away.” He earneſtly requeſted to fee the'BY 


ake,” 


" A frelb Tiſtance of Love and Madnefs happened at | 
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Mary Harris, the 
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has, ſince his Conviction, entreated to beg pur 
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-*r'0 A. + LADY, 


O LD ſpleen- fraught batchelors, whoſe ſigh, 
| Whoſe vow, whoſe wiſh, was ne'er requited, 
Fneer at the ſtricken youth, and cry, 
'That Love and Madneſs are united, 


Beyond the force of hey-day paſſion, 
Affection's warmth we Reaſon deem; 
Still feel Love's genial inclination 
Improv'd pd mellow'd to eſtrera. 


Confels we then „in ſoder ſadneſs, 
Our conduct ſhall the telt approve ä 
That we are not in love with Madneſs; 
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'- WITH A BOOK CALLED LOVE AND MADNESS. 


Neither are we ma with Love. Loo A. . / 4) 
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3 R. H. to | Miſe —. MSP] Dec. 45 177 58. 
A On drinking—he will not forget their 
9 pointment. : 
7 a; The 1 to the Same. Huntingdon, Dec. 6. 3 
Declares he will take no advantage of her con- 
feſſion that ſhe loves him —offers to ſhare his 
little fortunes with her; but, if love conquers 
gratitude, proteſts that ſhe ſhall een che 
victory and the prize. „ 
3. Miſs — to Mr. Hi Huntingdon, Dee. 7, — 5 
After ſome ſtruggle ſhe declares the victory and 
the prize, and appoints the next oy for the 
5 latter. 
4. Mr. H. to Miſs —. Huntingdon, the ſame date. 7 
15 Refuſes to accept the prize, heavenly as it is, 
under the roof of his hoſt and her benefactor 
apology for female frailty—** Celia's picture.“ 
5. The Same to the Same. Huntingdon, Dec. 8. 11 
In conſequence of ſomething which had paſt 
between them, he formally releaſes her from a 
1 ſolemn promiſe which ſhe had made him of 
* blits on that dar- | 
b. Miſs — to Mr. H. Hinchinbrook, 10 Dec. 12 
; Complains of the kindneſs of his letters and * 
his conduct; of his offering to ſell out of the 
army, and to marry her—*©'Auld Robin 
Gray” —begs to ſee him the next day, 
| | | e 7. Mr. 


"#N; 
l 
4% AT 
1&4 
* #5 
| 

x 

b: 

4 1 
A ky 


11 


r 


Letter 


7 Mr. H. to Miſs —. . 


8. 
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| Miſs — to M t. H. Hinchinbrook, Chriſtmas Day. 18. 


Suſpicions of Omiah—cannot meet him to-day 


On epiſtolary prefaces—gratitude for the prize 
he received yeſterday no ſuch word as ſatiety. 
The Same to the Same. Huntingdon, 24 Dec. 
Gratitude for the bliſs—** The birth of the 
roſe,” 


—withes his delicacy would permit his viſit- 

ing at Hinchinbrooł as uſual—ſends her picture. 
Mr. fl. to Miſs —. Huntingdon, 28 Dec. 
| Thanks her for condeſcending to remove his 
groundleſs cauſe of jealouſy—lincs. on her 
picture. 155 FT 


+ 


On the new year—the ſoldier, whom ſhe de- 
ſired him to beg off, was not puniſhed. , 
The Same to the Same, Huntingdon, 8 Feb.. 


After having been weather-bound three weeks 


by the ſnow at Hinchinbroot—uneaſy at the re- 


collection of the return he made to Lord S—'s 


hoſpitality, 


The Same to the Same. Huntingdin, 16 Feb. 


Praiſes her perſon and underſtanding, and her 


talents for muſic—ſpeaks of his ungovernable 


paſſions—ſends her Offian, and © Logan's 


Speech to Lord Dunmore.” | 8 
The Same to the Same. Huntingdon, 22 Feb. 
On nature and ſublimity in deſcription—on 
 Ribinjon Cruſoe, Faldon? and Tereſa Meunier — 
Ferningbam's poem on their ſtory ridiculed— 
— begs ihe will not forget to-morrow. 
Miſs — to Mr, II. Hinchinbrook, 22 Feb. 
Alarmed at his not keeping the appointment 
ſad dreams laſt night thought he and Lord 
8 — killed each other in a duel, 
The Same to the Same. Alinchinbrook, 24 Feb. 
Lord S— is called to town by buſineſs—ſhe 
goes up alone, and ꝓromiſes to ſtop a night 
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The Same to the Same. Huntingdon, I Jan. 76 
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CECEONTENTS 


Duke of C. and Lady G. at St. Albans, - 


Mr. H. to Mits —. 


Huntingdon, 20 Feb. 


Ht 


| | Page 
on the road—propoſes to take a hint from the _ 


38 


Impatient for her journey lines on her birth- 
day-— has ſent his ſervant off to prepare things 
vwhere ſhe is to ſtop. 
Miſs — to Mr. H. Hiuchinbroot, 27 Feb. 


His ſchemes are planned in vain—it is ſe tled 


ſhe goes up poſt, and goes through in a da. 


Mr 


H. te Miſs —. Fleockeri!l, .x March. 


Does not thank her for contriving to ſtop at 


Hockerill, becauſe ſhe enjoined him not; and. 
the purity of his affection will not ſuffer him 
E reminds her of a key ſhe promiſed him to 
the Admiralty, but declares Lord. S—'s roof 
ſhall never more be inſulted with. their joys 


—a ſong. - 


Proteſts ſolemnly that what he had juſt told her 


about marrying her, came from the bottom of 


his. heart—never ſhall be in his ſenſes till ſhe 


conſents will never more ſuffer her to make 
him bappy, till ſhe ſuffers him to make her his 


wife. | 


The Same to the Same. The ſame date. 


Inſiſts upon hei explaining what ſhe meant juſt 


'now by an inſuperable reaſon for not marrying 


him. 


Miſs — to Mr. H. Admiralty, the ſame day. 


Fate ſtands between them they are doomed 
to be wretched—why cannot they imitate 
Faidoni and Tereſa 8—ſhe could die with plea- 


ſure by his hand—her inſuperable reaſon is the 
circumſtance of her debts—ſhe ſwears ſhe will 
never marry him while ſhe owes a ſhilling—- 
thanks him for determining to drop all par- 
ticular. intercourſe. till their. marriage begs 
him to tear himſeif away, and join his regi- 
ment in Irelund, 99 5 a 
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41. 


The Same to the Same. Cannon Coffte-Ho. 17 Mur. * 


44 - 


49 * 


23. Mr. 


„ e N r i N 1 . 1 
Letter * Jun: 


23. Mr. H. to Miſs —.. Cannon Crffee- Houſe, 17 Mar. 50 
lle will endeavour to take ner cruel ad vice, and 
join his regiment. 


24. Miſs — to Mr. H. Admiralty, 19 March. 51 1 24: 
Begs him not to write, nor ſee her ſo often- 


intreats him, on the bended knees of love, to go. == * 
25. Mr. H. to Miſs —.. Ireland, 26 Marth.. 52. 
Eove and tenderneſs on their ernel ſeparation, XZ 35: 
26. The Same to the Same. Freland, & April. 54: 
| On their ſituation, and a word of the Iriſh. _ 
27. The Same to the Same. Jreland, 20 April. 56 8 30 
5 On the wealth of pocts—a poem © on the 'Þ 
Love of our Country.“ 7 
28. The Same to the Same. Trelanu, 3 May. 62 3 
| Written with an. affectation of good ſpitits— 9 
returns a bank-note ſhe had ſent him—anec- 4 
dote of Miſs Catley. 9 
29. The Same to the Same. Ireland, 29 May. 65: 
Refuſes to let her go upon the ſtage for their * Wc 
fp pord- Norra am murdered by his wife 1 
and her paramour, at Flambroug f pedigree 8 
of the word bumper. M 
30. The Same to the Same. Ireland, 18 June. 67 
Prophecy of Ireland the authee of Junius AF 
character of Mrs. F***, and of her huſband, 20 


who can do every thing but loſe at cards— 
letter from Eord Grywer, recommending Sa- 
mucl Jabaſon to Swift, 


31. Mis to Mr. H. England, 25 June. 72 
Lively reproof of jealouſy for what his 4 ſaid 3 
of Mrs, e. | = 

. Mr. H. to Miſs . Ireland; 1 „ 722 


Love and tenderneſs—begs her to ſend him 
Werther. dy 
22, Miſs to Mr. H. England, 20 o Aug. V 
Uneaſy, diſtreſſed, at not hearing for ſo long 1 

ati ;me—apprehenfive that he may have feen 
- Werther“ {which the "ies him never to 


read) 


CONTENTS: v 


de letter 8 : | Page 
= read) and may have followed the horrid ex- 
ample—a diſtracted addreſs to any perſon into 
__ whoſe hands her letter may ſall. 

Mr. H. to Miſs . Ireland, 10 Sept. - 76 
His late ſilence occaſioned by illneſs—anee- 
dote of a letter in the 7iſt. number of the Spec- 
tator. | 

The Same to the Same, Iceland, 15 Sept. 78 
Character of Mr. ** 4 .—Jeiſh robbe ry 
anecdote of Iriſb hiſtory. 

The Same to the Same. 3 18 Capt. 83 
Story of Count Aiberti—poetical rid.cule of 
an aftrological father. 

The Same to the Same, Trelaug, 26 Jan. 1777. 90 
Lord Harcourt quits bis vict-royalty—as an 
anſwer to her reproofs for the tenderneſs of 
his letters, ſends her a letter to I. ady Marlbo- 
reugh from her royal miſtreſs, | 

The Same to the Same. Ireland, 6'Feb. 93 
Extraordinary will of Fane Dixon, a Scotch 
ſuicide, 

The Same to the Seme. Jreland, 27 March. | 96 
A beautiful French poem. | ; 

3 The Same to the Same. /reland, 20 April. 98 
1 In anſwer to one that does not appear, by 
'F which he learnt ſhe is very ill—anecdote of 
1 the death of the [ri/þ Chief Juſtice, Sir Milli- 
am Yorke—determined to go to England, in 
conſequence of her illneſ though or that 
purpoſe he ſhould be obliged to ſell out. 
41z Fae Same to the Same. Cannon Cefee-Ho. 4 May. 160 
= Diſtracted that he cannot gain admittance at 
+ the Admiralty, in conſequence of her dange- 
7} rous illneſs. 
22. Miſs 's maid to- Mr. H. Admiralty, 4 May 101 

ö Wrinten from Miſs = 's mouth The 1 18 

a gi ven over, and dying | 
=» 43. Miſs 


1 . ˙ CID) PE CO” W 
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CENT ENTS 


Letter P. ge 
43. Miſs (Ka ſhed by her maid) :o Mr H. The 
Jame date, 5 O lock. 
Her diſorder has taken a ſudden turn for the 
| better 
44. Mr. H. to Miſs —. Ca non Coffec- Hp. 27 June, 
O'clock 
The day on which Dr. Dodd ſuffered—he 
was prelent—»bſervations thereon—almoſt 
broke his chaſte reſolutions of forbearance in 
their firſt interview after her late recovery S 5: 
0 defends his ſelling out of the army propofes 
to take orders. 
45. The Same to the Same. 7 Jab. 11S 
Abſolutely forbids her keeping. her appoint- | 
ment with Mrs. Yates, about going on the 


det 


= 


102 


ſtage. 

46. The . to the Same, Croydon, 20 Sept. 110 
Some curious ſubjects for painting. Ty 
47. The Same to the Same. 5 Feb. 1778. 114 


Fought a duel in the morning. 
48. The Same to the Same, —— feet, 2 March. 117 
Reflections on Ceppi's ſhooting Mrs. Knightly 
—the purity of Miſs —'s hands from bribes, 8 
49. The Same to the Same. Hockerill, 5 Sept. 121 
2 Reflections on the forbearance to which he has 
adhered for almoſt two years — on Empſen's 
ſhooting Lord Spencer's maid... 
50. The rok. to the Same. — ſtreet, 28 Jan. 1779. 124. 
It appears he has taken crders—juſt returned 
| from his.parſonage-houſe in Norfo/k. | 
$1. The Same to the Same. —— flreet, 7 Feb. 125 
: Complies with her affectionate requeſt about 
 Chatterton—Hh1s hiſtory—letter from Chatter- : 
ton's ſiſter about him. 172 
Original poems of Chatterton 149 
His origigal letters to his Mother and Siſter 168 
Further o ſeryations « on Chatterton, tending to 


prove 


OI 


Fetter 


EG- E NTS. 


prove he indifputably wrote all Rytwley's 
poe ms | | 8 f | | ! 

52, The Same to the Same. At Sta, 20 Feb, _ 
l Deceives her at firſt with a letter written by 
the Duke of Cumberland to Lady Grofurnor—= 


aſſures her he ſhall never be happy till they 
+ married—fends her The Mo6a ns of the 


| Foreſt after the Battle of Flodden Field.“ 
53. The Same to the Same. 24 Feb. 


hatterton's fuiciſm; in conſequente of the 


wear and tear of his mind—ftrange effects of 
the ſame caufe mentioned by Trfſst—the ſin- 


gular ſelf-deſtruction of Smith and his Wife in 


1730 yet this crime ſhould not be called an 
ngliciſin—a more ſingular French anecdote. 
5. The Same to the Same, 1 Marc d. 


them happy—his parſonage-houſe he has or- 
dered to be ſet in readineſs. rn 


88. Mr, H. to Charks .- Eſq; 20 March. 


Indiſputable grounds for jealouſy of M iſ$—. 2 


56, The Same to the Same. 6 April. 


Still ſtronger grounds—1s reſolved on ſuicide 
— lines written by ſome one under ſuch a re- 
ſolution, : 


| 57. Mr. H. to Mr. B. 7 April. 


| Reſolved on fuicide—commends Miſs — to his 


care. | 
58. Mr. H. to Charles Eſq; Tethillfields, 8 Apr. 
= Has murdered, her, and not himſelf—begs him 
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188 


244. 


— 
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233 


1 See their ways before them —in a month, or 
ſix weeks at furtheſt, marriage will make. 


264 


272 


272 


to bring ſome poiſon, ſuch as is ſtrong 


enough. 


59. The Same to the Same. 9 April. 
Come to himſelf no more thoughts of ſui- 


273 


cide—will upon no account, make any at- 


60, The 


tempts on his life, 


— . ³˙ m ———ʒu—x -w 


—— — 
— D¹Di mr 


— — — 
— —— — — — 
Py 


vil 


— 


61. 


Mr. H. to Charles 


CONTENT $ 


„eee | 
60. The Same to the Same. Newgate, 14 April 


Will not uſe arguments to ſave his life—the 
ſpeech he means to deliver at his trial—ſome 
account of the commiſſion of his crime. 
Lord S. (as it ſeems) to Mr. H. 17 April, 
Offers to uſe intereſt, that, notwithſtanding 
he is found guilty, he may not ſuffer. 


Mr. H. in anſwer. The condemned cell, ſame day. 


Thanks for, but refuſal ef, the .offer—begs 
his kindneſs to her dear infants, and his par- 
don for her and for himſelf. 5 
Eſq; 17 Abril, &c. 
Contents of looſe papers (written between 
Saturday- night and Monday the day of his 


execution), put together as one letter. 


The Same to the Same. Tyburn, 


| Written with a pencil juſt before his execu- 


tion—he dies a Chriſtian, and penitent, and 
every thing his friend can wiſh him, 


Charles — Eſq; to Gen. 20 Auguſt, 1779; 292 
58 


Some account of the foregoing letters — 


Page: 
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277 
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291 


ideas of his unpardonable criminality in deter- 


mining to deſtroy himſelf. 


4. N 061 


Fo) 


al 


It is not neceſſary to ſay any thing more by way 
* of PxETAcx, than to defire the Reader, who feels 
an Inclination to cenſure any of theſe LET TERS, will . 
e ccollect the Perſons by and to whom, and the 
35 Situations i in which, they were written, 


„ 61 


0 
: * 
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Jenn 
Nee ſhall theſe unlucky deeds relate, 
ak of me as I am. Nothing extenuate, 


* down ought-i in malice, Then muſt you tres: 
Of one that lay'd, not widely,cbut too Well! 
Of one, not eaſily. jcalous: hut, being vnought, 


Impatient in th extrgam: of 1 


Like the baſe Judean, threw, a pearl away 


Richer than all his tribe: of one, whoſe eyes, | 
Albeit unuſed to the melting mood, 
Drop tears as faſt as the Arabian trees 


a4 * * * 
Their medicinal 111 


DTHELLO. 


. 


MADNESS, &c, 


7% | To Miſs ee 


Huntingdon, Dec. 4, 1774, 
: „ 


Dear M. 
Tex thouſand thanks for your billet by my 
corporal Trim yeſterday, The fellow ſeemed 
happy to have been the-bearer of it, becauſe he 
| ſaw it made me happy. He will be as good a 
ſoldier to Cupid as to Mars, I dare ſay. And 
Mars and Cupid are not now to begin their ac- 
quaintance, you know. Whichever he ſerve, 
you may command him of courſe, without a com- 

B pliment; 


C23 


pliment; for Venus, I need not tell you, is the | 


mother of Cupid, and miſtreſs of Mars. 

At preſent the drum is beating up under my 
window for volunteers to Bacchus—In plain Eng- 
liſh, the drum tells me dinner is ready; for a 
drum gives us bloody-minded heroes an appetite 
for eating, as well as for fighting; nay, we get up 


by the beat of it, and it every night ſends, or | 


ought to ſend us, to bed and to ſleep. To- night 
it will belate before I get to one or the ather, I 
fancy indeed, the thoughts of you would pre- 
vent the latter. But, the next diſgrace to refuſing 


a challenge, is refuſing a toaſt. The merit of a 


_ jolly fellow and of a ſpunge is much about the 
ſame. For my part, no glaſs of any liquor taſtes 


as it ſhould to me, but when I kiſs my M. on the 


rim. 


Adieu Whatever hard ſervice I may. have 
after dinner, no quantity of wine ſhall make me 


let drop or forget my appointment with you to- 


morrow. We certainly were not ſeen yeſterday, 
for reaſons I will give you. 


Though you . perſiſt in aeverf-baing 
mine, 


ever, ever 
your's, 


LE T. 


0 
« 
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LETTER It. 
To the SAME. 
Huntingdon, Dec. 6, 1775, ; 


My deareſt M. 


NOA will not take advantage of the fever: 
reluctant, amorous confeſſion which your candour 
gave me yeſterday. If to make me happy be to 
make my M. otherwile ; ; then, happineſs, II 


none of thee. 


And yet I could argue. Suppoſe he has bred 
you up——Suppoſe you do owe your numerous 
accompliſhments, under genius, to him——are 
you therefore his property? Is it as if a horſe 
that he has bred up ſhould refuſe to carry him? 
Suppoſe you therefore are his property ——W ll. 
the fidelity of ſo many years 8 nothing in 
the ſcale of gratitude? 

Tears why, can obligations (ſuppoſe they 


had not been repaid an hundred fold) do away the 


unnatural diſparity of years? Can they bid five and 
fifty ſtand ſtill (the leaſt that you could aſk), 


and wait for five and twenty? Many women have 
the ſame obligations (if indeed there be many 
of the ſame accompliſhments) to their fathers. 


They have the additional obligation to them (if, 
B 2 indeed, 


4-4-4 


diſparity of years is ſometimes even leſs. 
But, muſt they therefore take their fathers to 
their boſoms? Muſt the jeſſamine fling its ten- 
der arms around the dying elm ? 


To my little fortunes you are no ſtranger. Will 


you ſhare them with me? And you ſhall honeſt- 
ly tell his Lordſhip that gratitude taught you to 
pay every duty to him, till love taught you there 
were other duties which you owed to H. 
Gracious Heaven that you world pay them ! 

But, did I not ſay I would not take advantage? 
| 1 will not. I will even remind you of your chil- 
dren; to whom 1, alas, could only ſhew at Pre- 
ſent the affe#1on of a father. 


OS 


M. weigh us in the ſcales, If gratitude out- | 


balance lbve— ſo. 


If you command it, 1 ſarear by love, I'll 3 Join 
my regiment to-morrow. 


If love prevail, and inſiſt upon his dues; you 
ſhall declare the victory and the prize, I will 


take no advantage. ag 

Think over this. Neither will I take you by 
ſurprize. Sleep upon it, before you return your 
anſwer. Trim ſhall make the old excuſe to- 


morrow, And, thank Heaven! to-night you flevp 
alone, 8 


Why, 


indeed, it be an obligation) of exiſtence. The 


e 


t 


6-89 
Why did you fing that ſweet ſong yeſterday, 
though I ſo preſſed you? Thoſe Oren and your 


yoice, were too much. | 
No words can ſay how much I am your's, 


LETTER III. 
To Mr, — — . 


Dec. 7, 1775. 


M y dear N, 
Here has been a fad piece of work ever ſince I 
received your's yeſterday. But, don't be alarmed 
We are not diſcovered to the prophane. Our 
tender tale is only known to—(whom does your 
fear ſuggeſt ?)—to love and gratitude, my H. 
And they ought both, for twenty reaſons, to be 
your friends, I am ſure. 

They have been trying your cauſe, ever ſince 
the departure of honeſt Trim yeſterday. Love, 
though in my opinion not ſo blind, is as good a. 

juſtice, as Sir John Fielding. I argued the matter 
ſtoutly—my head on his Lordſhip's ſide of the 
queſtion, my heart on your's. At laſt they ſeemed 
to ſay, as if the oath of allegiance, which I had 
taken to gratitude, at a time when, heaven knows, 
I had never heard of love, ſhould be void, and I 


thould be at full liberty to devote myſelf, body 
B 3 | ang: 


and ſoul, . to—But-call on me to-morrow before 
dinner, and III tell you their final judgment. 
This I will tell you now—love ſent you the ten- 
dereſt wiſhes, and gratitude ſaid I could never 


pay you all I owe you for your noble letter of 
yeſterday. 


Yet—oh, my H. think not - meanly of me ever 

for this Do not you turn advocate againſt me. | 
— Twill not pain you——'tis impoſſible you te 

ever ſhould,” | 

Come then to-morrow—and ſurely Omiah will | 
not murder love! Yet I thought the other day 
he caught our eyes converling. Eyes ſpeak a lan- 
guage all can underſtand. ——But, is a child of 
nature to nip in the bud that favourite paſſion 
- which his mother Nature planted, and ſtill tends? | 
What will Oberea and her coterie ſay to this, 
Omiah, when you return from making the tour 
of the globe? They'll blackball you, depend 
on it. 

What would Rouſſeau ſay to it, my H. 

You ſhall tell me to-morrow. I will not write 
another word; leſt conſcience, who is juſt now 
looking over my left ſhoulder, ſhould (narch my 
pen, and ſcratch out 70- -Morrow. 


TT 


* 


LETTER IV. 


* 


My deareft ſoul, | 

I hope to heaven Trim will be able to get this 
to you to-night !—— Not I only, but my whole 
future life, ſhall thank you for the dear ſheet of 
paper I have juſt received. Eleſlings, bleſſings— 
But I could write and exclaim, and offer up vows 


Huntingdon, Dec, 7, 177% . 


and prayers, till the happy hour arrives. 


Yet, hear me, M. If I have thus far eld 


your love, I will deſerve it ſtill. As a proof I 


have not hitherto preſſed you for any thing con- 
ſcience diſapproves, you ſhall not do to-morrow 
what conſcience diſapproves. You ſhall not make 
me happy (oh, how ſupremely bleſt!) under the 
roof of your benefactor and my hoſt. It were not 
honourable. Our love, the inexorable tyrant of 
our hearts, claims his ſacrifice ; but does not bid 
us inſult his Lordſhip's walls with it. How ci- 


villy did he invite me to H. in October laſt, 


though an unknown recruiting officer! How po- 
litely himſelf firſt introduced me to himſelf ! Of- 
ten has the recollection made me ſtruggle with 


CAP 
| e 
my paſſion, Still it ſhall reſtrain it on this ſide 
Mn. EET T2 

So far from triumphing or exulting, Heaven 
knows — if Lord S. indeed love you, if indeed 
it be aught beſide the natural preference which 
age gives to youth ——Heaven knows how much 
I pity him. Yet, as I have either ſaid or written 
before, it is only the pity I ſhould feel for a fa- 
ther whoſe affections were unfortunately and un- 
naturally fixed upon his own daughter. 

Were I your ſeducer, M. and not your lover, I 
| thould not write thus=nor ſhould J have talked 
or acted or written as I have. Tell it not in Gath, 
nor publiſh it in the ſtreets of Aſkalon, leſt the 
Philiſtines ſhould be upon me. I ſhould be 
drummed out of my regiment for a traitor to in- 
trigue. And can you really imagine I think ſo 
meanly of your ſex! Surely you cannot imagine I 
think ſo meanly of you. Why, then, the conclu- 
ſion of your laſt letter but one? A word thereon. 


Take men and women in the lump, the villainy 


of thoſe and the weakneſs of theſe I maintain 
it to be leſs wonderful that an hundred or ſo 
| ſhould fall in the world, than that even one 
ſhould ſtand. Is it ſtrange the ſerpent conquered 
Eve: ? The, devil againſt a woman is fearful odds, 


He 


r 
1 
f 
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Ie has conquered men, womens' conquerors; 


he has made even angels fall. 
Oh, then, ye parents, be merciful in your 


Wrath. Join not the baſe betrayers of your chil- 


dren - drive not your children to the bottom of 
the precipice, becauſe the villains have driven 
them half way down, where (ſee, ſee!) many 


have ſtopped themſelves from falling further by 
g catching hold of ſome ſtraggling virtue or ano- 


ther which decks the ſteep-down rock. Oh, do 


not force their weak hands from their hold 


their laſt, laſt hold! The deſcent from crime 
to crime is natural, perpendicular, headlong 
enough, of itſelf do not increaſe it. 
« Can women, then, no way but backward fall” ? 
Shall I afk your pardon for all this, M. No, 
there is no occaſion, you ſay. 
But to-morrow—for to-morrow led me out or 
my ſtrait path, over this fearful precipice, where 


IJ, for my part, trembled every ſtep I took, leſt I 


ſhould topple down headlong. Glad am I to be 
once more on plain ground again with my M. ! = 

To-morrow, about eleven, I'll be with vou 
but, let me find you in your riding dreſs, and your 
mare ready. I have laid a plan, to which neither 


T honour nor delicacy (and [ always conſult both 


before I propoſe any thing to you ) can make the 
| ; leaſt 


Pd 


your dear arms—he ſhall— 


(. ©) 


leaſt objection. This once, truſt to BER © ex- 
plain all to-morrow. Pray be ready, in your 


riding-dręſs] Need J add, in that you know I 


think becomes you moſt ? No—Love would ; 


have whiſpered that. 


Love ſhall be of our party—He ſhall not ſuf- 
: fir the cold to approach you—he ſhall ſpread 


his wings over your boſom—he ſhall neſtle 1 in 


When will to-morrow come: 2? What torturing 
dreams muſt I not bear to- night! - 

I ſend you ſome lines which I picked up ſome- 
where] forget where. But I don't think them 


much amiſs. 


rr J PFETUSS 
To paint my Celia, I'd deviſe” | 
Two ſummer ſuns, in place of eyes; 
Two lunar orbs ſhould then be laid 
Upon the boſom of the maid ; 

Bright Berenice's auburn hair 
Should, where it ought, adorn my fair; 
Nay all the ſigns in Heaven ſhould prove 

But tokens of my wondrous love. 
All, did J fay? Yes, all, fave one 
Her yielding waiſt ſhould want a Zone. 


L ET. 
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LETTER V. 


| To the Same, 


Hu ntingdon, 
8 Dec. 1775. 


Then J releaſe my deareſt ſoul from her pro- 
miſe about to-day. If you do not fee that all 
vhich he can claim by gratitude, I doubly claim 
by love; I have done, and will for ever have 
done. I would purchaſe my happineſs at any 
price but at the expence of your's. 
Look over my letters, think over my conduct, 
conſult your own heart, and read theſe two long 
letters of your writing, which I return you. Then, 
tell me whether we love or not. And—if we love 
(as witneſs both our hearts)—ſhall gratitude, 
cold gratitude, bear away the heavenly prize that's 
only due to love like ours? Shall my right be 
acknowledged, and muſt he poſſeſs the caſket ? 
Shall I have your ſoul, and ſhall he have your 
hand, your eyes, your boſom, your lips, your— 
Gracious God of Love! I can neither write, 
nor think, Send one line, half a line, to 


your own, own 


0 


b H. 


4 12 ) 
LETE R VI. 
"T6 M. H<—. 
H. 10 Dec. 75.4 


; Your two letters of the day before yeſterdayf 
id what you ſaid tome yeſterday in my dreſling- 
room, have drove me mad. To offer to ſell outÞ 
and take the otherftep to get money for us both} 
was not kind. You know how ſuch tenderneſq 
diſtracts me. As to marrying me, that. you 
ſhould not do upon any account. Shall the man 
I value be pointed at and hooted for ſelling him 
ſelf to a Lord, for a Commiſſion or ſome ſuchf 
thing, to marry his caſt miſtreſs? My ſoul is 
above my ſituation. —Beſides, I will not take ad- 
vantage, Mr. H. of what may be only perhaps, 
(excuſe me) a youthful paſſion. After a more inti- - 
mate acquaintance with me of a week or ten days, 
your opinion of me might very much change, 
And yet—you may love me as ſincerely as I— 

But I will tranſcribe you a ſong which I don't 
believe you ever heard me ſing, though it's my fa- 

vourite. It is ſaid to be an old Scotch ballad 
nor is it generally known that Lady A. L. 
wrote it. Since we have underſtood each other, 
I have never ſung it before you, becauſe it is fo 
deſcriptive of our ſituation ——how much more 
ſo ſince your cruelly kind propoſal of yeſterday ! 
J wept, like an infant, over it this morning. 


AULD ROBIN GRAY. 


The ſheep were in the fold, and the cows were all at home, 
And all the weary world to reſt was gone, 


When the woes of my heart brought the tear in mine 0 e, 
While 2 good man lay ſound by me. 


Young Jamie lov'd me well, and he wackey mefor his bride 
He had but a crown, he had no more beſide ; 

To make the crown a pound, young Jamie. went to ſea, 
And the crown, and the pound, they were both for me. 


Use had na been gone but a year and a day, 
When my father broke his arm, and our cow was ſtole away za. 


When my mother ſhe fell ſick, and my Jamie at the ſea, 
And auld Robin Gray came wooing to me, 


My father could na work, and my mother cou'd na ſpin, 

I toiled night and day, but their bread I could na win; 
Auld Rob maintain'd them both, and, with tears in his e'e, 
Said,“ Jenny, for their ſakes, oh! marry me.“ 


My heart it ſaid no, and I wiſh'd for Jamie back, 

But the wind it blew ſore, and his ſhip it prov'd a wreck ; 
His ſhip prov'd a wreck ; ah! why did not Jenny dee! 
Why was ſhe left to cry 


„ Ah, woe is me!” 


My father argu'd fore ; though my mother did na ſpeak," 
She look'd in my face till my heart was fit to break; 


he hat ger got my hand- but my heart was in the ſea, 
and now Robin Gray is good man to me, | 


N e 


we y 
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J muſt e'en do my beſt a good wife to be, 


0 14 ) 


T had na been a wife but of weeks only four, L N 
When ſitting right mournfully out at my door, TI M. 
I ſaw my Jamie's ghoſt, for I could na think 'twas he, the 
Til. he ſaid, “ Jenny, I'm come home to marry thee.” - wo 
Sore did we weep, and little did we ſay, _ 
We took but one kiſs—and we tore ourſelves away; 
; ] wiſh I was dead, but I am not like to dee, : wl 
And, Oh! I am young to 1 Ah, woe is me!“ O 


gang like a hoſt, and I do not care to ſpin 5 
I fain would think on Jamie, but that would be a fin ; 


For auld Robin Gray has been kind to me. 

My poor eyes will only ſuffer me to add, for 
God's ſake, let me ſee my Jamie to-morrow. 
Your name alſo is Jamie. 


WEL THE” VII. 
"we 8 5 


Huntingdon, 
: 13 Dec. 7 5 
My life md foul! . 


But I will never more uſe any preface . this 
ſort - and I beg you will not. A correſpondence 
begins with dear, then my dear, deareſt, my dear- 
eſt, and 10 on, till, at laſt, panting language 
toils after us in vain. 


No 


for 
W. 


bewitching! what charms! what 


( is -2 | / 


No language can explain my feelings. . Oh 
M. yeſterday, yeſterday! Language, thou lieſt— 
there is no ſuch word as /aziety, poſitively no ſuch 
h, thou beyond my warmeſt dreams 


But words would poorly paint our joys. When, 


when ?—yet you ſhall order, govern every thing. 


Only, remember I am ſure of thoſe we truſt. 
Are you now convinced that Heaven made us 
for each other? By that Heaven, by the paradiſe 


of your dear arms, I will be only your's! 


Have I written ſenſe? I know not what I 
write. This ſcrap of paper ('tis all I can find) 
will hold a line or two more. I muſt fill it up to 
fay that, whatever evils envious fate deſign me: | 
after thoſe few hours of yeſterday, I never will 
complain nor murmur. 

Misfortune, I defy thee, now.— M. loves me, 


| and H. 8 ſoul has its content moſt abſolute. No 


other j Joy. like this ſucceeds i in unknown fate. 


rin i. 
To the SAME. 


Huntingdon, 
BY | 24 Dec. 1775. 


Talk not to me of the new year. I am a new 
man, III be ſworn to it I am not the ſame iden- 
: 2 tical 


— —— — 7 


created me anew. 


to my pen as I gave the day before yeſterday. 


of you becauſe I wrote them. By Heaven, I be- 


3 | 
tical J. H. that I was three months a Tou, 
have created me 2 es, 1 know what 1 * 3 


> 


| „ 4 
As to thanking 1 you for the bliſs I taſte with il 


you—to attempt it would be idle. What thanks ; 
can expreſs the Heaven of Heavens i 
But I will obey you in not giving ſuch a looſe 4 


That letter, and the verſes it contained, which ? 
were certainly too highly coloured, pray commit : 
to the flames. Tet, pray too, as I begged you . 
veſterday, do not imagine I thought leſs chaſtely | 


licve your mind as chaſte as the ſnow which, 
while 1 write, is driving againſt my window. 
You know not what I think of you. One time 


perhaps you may. 


The lines! repeated to you this morning! ſend 
you. Upon my honour they are not mine. 1 
think of them quite as you do. Surely an addi- 
tional merit in them is, that to the uninitiated, | 
in whom they might perhaps raiſe improper 
ideas, they are totally unintelligible, 


F 
FHR BIRTH OF THE ROS Ex. 


When Venus (ſo her poet ſung) 
Firſt from the bed of Ocean ſprung, 
All dropping wet, all glowing fair; 
Diſtilling ſweets her amber hair; 
As coral red her pulpy lips; 


Full as the ſwelling ſurge her hips;. 
Ass full her boſom, heaving ſtrong, 
Like wave propelling wave along 


Thick ſet her teeth in even rows, 


White as the foam fro. which ſhe roſe 


Thus breathing ſweets, with untried charms, 
Mars ſeiz'd her in his ardent arms, 
And, ſtretch'd beneath the verdant eloom, 


Compreſs'd her virgin, yielding bloom. 
Frickling from Love's delicious wound, 
Some ſanguine drops bedew'd the ground ;; 
And, where the living crimſon ſpreads, 

| Young peeping roſes rear their heads. 


Their bluſhes thence—but the ſoft gale, 
The dews ambroſial they exhale, 

Their ſweets, her plaintive ſiglis beftow,, 
As deep ſhe feels the potent foe, © 


While ſtill the thorns. and ſweets declare 


Aow mixt her pains. and tranſports were. 


* The followers of the ſallacious Mohammed are ſaid to te: 
lieve that the firſt roſe ſprung out of a drop of his ſweat. 
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To. Mr. ———. 


* ; | | H, ; 
Chriſtmas-day, 75 


My old friend the Corporal looked as if he had 
been tarred and feathered yefterday, when he ar- | 
rived with your dear billet. Omiah took vp the | 
ſugar-caſter, when he ſaw him throvgh the par- | 


lour window, and pr * ered a freſh ſlice of pud- 
ding, by way of painting the ſnowy corporal. 
Omiah's ſimplicity is certainly very diverting, 
but I ſhould like him better, and take more 
pains with him, if I did not think he ſuſpected 


ſomething. The other day, I am ſure he came 


to ſpy the nakedneſs of the land. Thank Hea- 
ven, our caution prevented him. N 
But, why do I call your billet dear, when it 
contained ſuch poetry? Yet, to confeſs the 
truth, it did charm me. And 1 know not, whe- 
ther, as you ſay, thoſe, to whom it could do any 


harm, could poſſibly underſtand it. For uninitiated 


means, I believe, not yet admitted into the myſ- 


_ teries—thoſe who have not yet taken the veil; 
or, I ſhould rather ſay, thoſe who have not yet 


thrown off the veil. Why was I not permitted 


/ 
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by my deſtiny. to keep on mine, till my H. my 
Mars ſeiz'd me in his ardent arms? How gladly 
to his arms would I have given up my very ſoul ! 

Cruel fortune, that it can't be ſo to-day! But 
| we forgot, when we fixed on to-day, that it 
would be Chriſtmas-day. I muſt do penance at a 
moſt unpleaſant dinner, as indeed is every meal 
and every ſcene when you are abſent—and that, 
© without the conſolation of having firſt enjoyed 
your company. To-morrow, however, at the 
| uſual time and place. 

Your diſcontinuing your viſits here, fince the 
firſt day of our happineſs, gratifies the delicacy 
of us both. Yet, may it not, my H. raiſe ſuſpi- 
cions elſewhere ? Your agreeable qualities wcre 

too conſpicuous not to make you miſſed. Yer, 
Hou are the beſt judge. 

My poor, innocent, helpleſs babes ! Were i it 
not on your account, your mother would not 2 
the part ſhe does. — What is Mrs. Yates' s ſuſ- 
taining a character well for one evening ? Is it ſo 
trying as to play-a part, and a baſe one too, 
morning, noon, and night ?—Night ! But Iwill 
not make my H. uneaſy. | 

At leaſt, allow that I have written you a long 
forms), Behold, I have ſent you a tolerable good 
ſubſtitute for myſelf, It is reckoned very like. * 

| need 


(wv } 


reed not beg you not to ſhow it. Only remem- 
ber, the painter's M. is not to rob your own M. 
of a certain quantity of things called and known. 
by tlie name of kiſſes, which I humbly conceive 
to be her due, though ſhe has been diſappointed 
of them to day. 

So, having nothing further to add at vieſent; 
and the poſt being juſt going out, I remain, with. 


all truth, Dear Sir, 
your moſt humble ſervant, 


* ; ; | f M. 


There's a pretty concluſion for you. Am I not. 
a good girl? I ſhall become a moſt elegant cor- 
reſpondent in time, I ſee. This paragraph is the 
poſtſcript, you know and ſhould therefore have 


been introduced by a well flouriſned P. S. the 


Sir Clement Cottrel upon theſe occaſions. 
To Mils —. 


Huntingdon; 
28 Dec, 75. 


Your 00 in removing my moſt 
groundleſs cauſe of jealouſy velteldity. was more 
than I deſerved, Howl expoſed myſelf by my 


violence 


'Tis true, creative man, thine art can teach 
The living picture every thing but ſpeech!— 
True, thou haſt drawn her, as ſhe is, all fair - 
Divinely fair! her lips, her eyes, her hair! 


violence with you! But, I tell you, my paſſions 


are all gunpowder. Thougn, thank God, no 
Othello, yet am I . ns 


One, not eaſily jealous; but, being wrought, 
e Perplex'd in th' extream ;” 


And that God knows how I love . dee 


N you, idolize you. 


How could I think you anticalice to ach a 
thing as B? You ſaid you forgave me to-day, and 
I hope you did. Let me have it again from your 
own dear lips to-morrow, inſtead of the next day. 
Every thing ſhall be ready—and theguitar, which 
I wrote for, is come down, and I'll bring the 
ſong, and you ſhall fing it, and*play it, and I'll 
beg you to forgive me, and you ſhall forgive 
me, and,—five hundred ands beſides. 

Why, I would be jealous of this ſheet of pa- 
per, if you kiſſed it with too much raptue. 

What a fool dit my M. rather ee 
a lover! 

Many thanks for your picture. It; is 5 Ac- 
cept this proof that I have examined it. 
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- 


Full 


» 
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Full well I know the ſmile upon that face 
Full well! know thoſe features every grace! 
But what is this—my M.'s mortal part— 
There is a ſubject beggars all thine art: | 
Paint but her mind, by Heav'n! and thou malt be, hell 
Shalt be my more than pagan deity.— 3 
Nature may poſſibly have caſt, of old, 
Some other beauty in as fair a mould— 
But all in vain you'll ſearch the world to find 
. Another beauty with ſo fair a mind, 


LETTER U 
To the Sams, 


_ Funtingdon, 
| x Jan, 1776. 


Leſt ! mould not ſee you this morning, I will 
feribble this before I mount honeſt Crop; that I 
may leave it for you. | 
his is a new year. May every day of it be 
happy to my M. May—but don t you know 
there's not a wiſh of bliſs I do not wiſh you? 
A new year I like not this word. There may 
be new lovers.—1 lie there may not. N. will 
never change her H. I am ſure ſhe'll never 
change him fora truer lover. 


— 


A new. 


ea 

A new year—76., Where ſhall we be in 77 ? 
Where in 78? Where in 79? Where in 80? 
In miſery or bliſs, in life or death, in heaven or 


hell- wherever you are, there may H. be alſo! 


The ſoldier whom you deſired me to beg off, 


returns thanks to his unknown benefactreſs.— 
Diſcipline muſt be kept up in our way; but I am 
ſure you will do me the juſtice to believe T am 
no otherwiſe a friend to it. 


LETTER Ml 
To the SAME. 


 _ Huntingdon, Feb. 8, 1776. 

Since the thaw ſent me from H. the day before 
yeſterday, IJ have written four times to you, and 
believe verily I ſhall write four and forty times to 


you in the next four days. The bliſs I have en- 


joyed with you theſe three weeks has increaſed, 
not diminiſhed, my affection. Three weeks and 
more in the ſame houſe with my M.! — Twas 


more than I deſerved. And yet, to be obliged 


to reſign you every night to another By theſe 
eyes, by your ſtill dearer eyes, I don't think I ſlept 


three hdurs during the whole three weeks. Yet, 


yet, '7was bliſs. How lucky, that I was preſſed 
to ſtay at H. the night the ſnow ſet in! Would 
| „„ it 
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it had ſnowed. till doomſday! But, then, you the 
muſt have been his every night till doomſday] Iſta 
Now, my happy time may come. Linz 
| Though I had not ſtrength to reſiſt when unde do 
the Ry roof with you, ever ſince we parted, th bi 
_ recollection that it was his roof has made me mi he 
ſerable. Whimſical, that he ſhould bid you preſiſ th 
me, when I at firſt refuſed his ſollicitation.—IMF mn 
H. guilty of a breach of hoſpitality? MY 

I muſt not queſtion I muſt not think, I muſt | 
not write.—But, we will meet, as we fixed. 

Does Robin Gray ſuſpect Mo And 
18 H. a x ſubject for ſuſpicion ? 


LETTER XI 


Tv the Sami. - 
Huntingdon, 


16 Feb. 1776. 


Every time l ſee you I diſcover ſome nen 
charm, ſore new accompliſhment. Before Hea: 
ven, there was not a tittle of flattery in what! 

told you yeſterday. Nothing can be flatter 
which I ſay of you, for no invention, no poetry, 
no any taing can come up to what I ink of you. 
One of our Kings ſaid of the citizens of his 
good city of London, that when he conſidered 


2 


* their 


( 25 ) 
ou their riches, he was in admiration at their under- 
ſtandings when he conſidered their underſtand- 
lings, he was in admiration at their riches, Juſt ſo 
do I with regard to your perſon and your mind, 
but for a different reaſon. Nature was in one of 
her extravagant moods whe ſhe put you toge- 
ther. She might have made two captivating wo- 
men out of you ——by my ſoul, half a dozen! 
& Your turn for muſic, and excellence in it, would 
be a ſufficient ſtock of charms for the moſt diſa- 
greeable woman to ſet up with in life. Muſic has 
charms to do things moſt incredible, muſic— 
Now ſhall I, with the good-humoured, digreſ- 
ſive pen of our favourite Montaigne in his enter- 
taining Eſſays, begin with love, and end with 2 
treatiſe upon the Gamut. 


Yet to talk of muſic, is to talk of you. M. and 
muſic are the ſame. What is muſic without you? 


6. And harmony has tuned your mind, your perſon, 
ney your every look, and word, and action. 
lea. Obſerve - hen I write to you I never pretend 


iat] to write ſenſe. I have no head; you have made 
tery me all heart, from top to bottom. Senſe - Why, 
try am out of my ſenſes, and have been theſe ſix 


ou. weeks, Were it poſſible my ſcrawls to you could 


his ever be read by any one. but you, I ſhould be 
ered D called 
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have a burning coal of fire: your hand can light 
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called a madman. I certainly am either curſt or 
bleſt (I Khow- not which) with paſſions wild as 
the torrent's roar. Notwithſtanding I take this 
mile from water, the element, out of which I am 
formed, is fire. Swift had water in his brain: I 


it up to rapture, rage, or madneſs, Men, real 


men, have never been wild enough for my admi- 


ration: it has wandered into the ideal world of | 


fancy. Othello (but he ſhould have put himſelf MM. 


t death in his wife's fight, zot his wife), Zanga, 


re y heroes. Milk-and-water paſſions are like 


ſentimental comedy. Give me (you ſee, how, 


like your friend Montaigne, I ſtrip myſelf of my 
fkin, and ſhew you all my veins and arteries, 
even the playing of my heart) give me, I 
ſay, tragedy, affecting tragedy, in the world, 
as well as in the theatre, I would maſſacre 
all mankind ſooner than loſe you. 
This is mere madneſs; 
And 3 awhile, the fit will work on him ; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove 
When that her golden couplets are diſcloſed, 
His filence will fit drooping. | 
Inconſiſtent being! While 1 am ranting thus 
about tragedy, and blood, and murder—behold, I 
am as weak as a woman, My tears flow at but the 


| idea 
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idea of loſing you. Yes, they don't drop onfy-; 
they pour; I fob, like a child. Ts this Ochello, 
is this Zanga? We know not what we are, no: 
| what we may become. 5 


This I know, that I am and ever will be, 
your” s and only your's. 


I ſend you Oſſian. You will ſee whi a favourite 


he is with me, by ſome drawings, and pieces of 


(what your partiality will call) poetry, which ac 
company the bard of other times. bald pon 


quit this world before me, which fate forbid. oftæn 
ſhall I hear your ſpirit (if I can be weak enough to 
ſurvive you) calling me from the low-ſailing clou. 


of night. — They abuſe Macpherſon for calling; 
them tranſlations. If he alone be the author of 


them, why does he not ſay ſo, and claim the pr 2c 

of fame? I proteſt I would. They who do not 
refuſe their admiration to the compoſitions, til 

think themſelves juſtified to abuſe Macpherſon,. 
for pretending not to be the author of. what they 
ſtill admire. Is not this ſtrange ?- 

As we could not meet this morning (how long 
muſt our meetings depend on others, and nt on 
ourſelves?) I was determined, you ſee, to have. a 
long converſation with you.. 

Pray ſeal, in future, with better wax, and more” 
care. Something colder than one of my kifle; 
might have thawed the ſeal of yeſterday. But I 

5 D 2 Will 
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will not talk of zhawing. Had the froſt and ſnowſi 
continued, I had ſtill been with you at H. 
The remainder of this (my ſecond. ſheet o ; 

paper, obſerve) ſhall be filled with what I think 
a valuable curioſity. The officer, whom you ſaw} 
with me on Sunday, is lately come from America, 
He gave ſit me, and aſſures me it is original. It. | 
will explain itſelf, Would I might be in your 
dear, little, enchanted dreſſing- room, while you # 
read it . 
The Speech of Shuwuangſe Chief to Lord Dunmore, 
c appeal to any white man to-day, if ever he || 
entered Logan's cabin hungry, and he gave him 
not meat; if he ever came cold or naked, and I 
gave him not clothing. During the laſt long 
and bloody war, Logan remained idle, ignomini- 
ous, in his cabin, an advocate for peace. Such 
was my love of the Whites, that thoſe of mine 
own country pointed at me as they paſſed by, and 
ſaid, © Logan is the friend of white men.” I 
had even thought to live with you. But the in- 
juries of one among you, did away that thou ght, 
and dragged me from my cabin of peace. Colo- 
nel Creſſop, the laſt ſpring, in cold blood, cut off 
all the relations of Logan, ſparing neither women 
nor children. There runs not a drop of the blood 
of Logan 1 in the veins of any human creature. 
| This 
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his called on me for revenge. I have ſought it: 
I have killed many. Revenge has been fully 
Iglutted. | 
For my country] rejoice at the beams a N 
| peace. But, harbour not the thought that mine 
is the joy of fear. Logan never felt fear. He 
. vill not turn his heel to ſave his life. 
Who is there to mourn for Logan? - No? 


5 „ 
you 8 — 


BELTLEN XIV.. 
To the SAME: 


Huntingdon, .. 

| 22 Feb. 1776. 
How filly we were, both of us, not to recollect 
your favourite Jenny? and did not Jamie think 
of her either? 


— Though my mother did na ſpeale, 
She look'd i in my face, till my heart was fit to break. My 


Was not this exactly the inſtance a 2 
Something more has occurred to me on the 
fame ſubject. Rather than not write to you, or 
than write to you as deſcripiively as recollection 
ſometimes tempts me, I know you would have 
me write nonſenſe. | | 


© nails of the coffins.” “ Should the haggard 


ter, I know not whether the nnen might 


— 


(@ ) : 
In Hervey's © Meditations” are two paſſages Þ|M Can 
as fine as they are {imple and natural. _ tri 
“A beam or two finds its way through the 
& grates, and reflects a feeble glimmer from the 


te ſkeleton lift a clattering hand. In the lat- 


not be ſpared. 


Governor Holwell, in the account of the ſuf- © W 
ferings at the black hole at Calcutta, when he in 
ſpeaks of the length of time he ſupported nature ¶ lil 


by catching the drops, occaſioned by the heat, N ad 
which fell from his head and face, adds theſe 
words—< You cannot imagine how unhappy l 
was when any one of them eſcaped my tongue!” 
What a ſcene ! The happinefs, the exiſtence of a 
fellow creature, dependent upon being able to 
catch a drop of his own ſweat! Shakeſpear's fan- 
cy could not have invented, nor ever did invent, 
any thing more ſublime; for this is nature, and 
nature itſelf is ſublimity.— People write upon a 
particular ſituation, they do not put themſelves 
in the ſituation. We only ſee the writer, ſitting 
in his ſtudy, and working up a ſtory to amuſe on 
to frighten; not the identical Tom ane: | 
Macbeth himſelf. | 

Can you become the very being you deſcribe? ? 


” HERS Can 


— 


eg 
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| Can you look round, and mark only that which 
{ ſtrikes in your new character, and forget all which” 
E ſtruck in your own? Can you bid your com- 


fortable ſtudy, be the priſon of innocence or the 


Z houſe of mourning? Can you transform your 


garret of indigence into the palace of pleaſure ? _ 
If you cannot, you had better clean ſhoes,- than 
endeavour by writings to intereſt the imagination. 
We cannot even bear to ſee an author only peep- 
ing over the top of every page, to obſerve how we 


S like him. The player I would call a corporal 


actor, the writer a mental actor. Garrick would 


| in vain have put his face and his body in all the 


fituations of Lear, if Shakeſpeare had not before 
put his mind in them all. In a thouſand in- 


ſtances, we have nothing to do but to copy na- 


ture, if we can only get her to fit to our pencil. 
And yet how fewof the moſt eminent maſters are 
happy enough to hit off her difficult face exactly! 
Every perſon of taſte would have been certain 
that Mr. Holwell was one of the ſufferers in the 
black hole, only from the ſhort 3 I have 
noticed. 

Robinſon Cruſoe now - hat nature ! It af 
fects us throughout, exadtly in the way you 
mentioned. BE 

But, ſhall T finiſh my diſſertation? Come — as 

writing 


C81 

writing to you gives me ſo much pleaſure, and 
as I can't do any thing to you but write this 
morning I know yow'll excuſe me. 
Did you ever hear to what Cruſoe owed his - 
exiſtence ? You. remember Alexander Selkirk'iÞl 


„ ſtrange ſequeſtration at Juan Fernandez. It is $ 
mentioned, I believe,.in Walter's account of An- Fal 
ſon's Voyage. When Captain Woodes Rogers i fro 

met with him and. brought him.to England, he : an) 

employed the famous Daniel de Foe to reviſe his 85 a 

papers. That fertile genius improved upon his 2 


materials, and compoſed the celebrated ſtory of 
Robinſon Cruſoe. The conſequence was that Sel- Pe 
| kirk, who ſoon after made his appearance in print, 
was conſidered as a baſtard of Cruſoe, with which | 
ſpurious offspring the preſs. too often teems. In | 
De Foe, undoubtedly, this was not honeſt. Had | 
Selkirk given him his papers, there could have 
been no harm in working them up his own way. | 
I can eaſily. conceive a writer making his own uſe ÞÞ 
of a known fact, and filling up the outlines which 
have been ſketched by the bold and haſty hand of 
fate. & moral may be added, by ſuch means, to | 
A particular incident; characters may be placed in 
their juſt and proper lights; mankind may be 
amuſed and amuſements ſometimes prevent 
crimes) or, if the ſtory be criminal, mankind 
| may 
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; may be bettered, through the channel of their 
E curioſity. But, I would not be diſhoneſt, like 
be Foe ; nor would I pain the breaſt of a lingle 
Þ individual connected with the ſtory. 


To explain what I mean by a criminal ſtory.— 


Faldoni and Tereſa might have been prevented 
from making proſelytes, if they ever have made 
any, by working up their moſt affecting ſtory ſo 
as to take off the edge of the dangerous ex- 
: ample. But not in the way Me; Jerningham has 
done it; who tells us, not leſs Ny than 


pathetically, 


All-ruling love, the god of youth, poſieſs'd 

Entire dominion of Faldoni's breaſt : 

An equal-flame did ſympathy impart 

(A flame deſtructive) to Tereſa's heart: 

As on one ſtem two opening flowers reſpire, 
So grew their life (entwin'd) on one deſire. 


Are you not charmed? Perhaps you never ſaw the 
poem. I have it here, and will bring it you as a cu- 


rioſity. The melancholy tale will not take up three 
words, though Mr. J. has beſtowed upon it 335 
melancholy lines. The cataſtrophe happened near 
Lyons in the month of June 1770. Two lovers 


W (Faldoni and Tereſa Meunier) meeting with an 
invincible obſtacle to their union, determined to 


put 


* 


11 
put an end to their exiſtence with piſtols. The 
place they choſe for the execution of their terrible 
project was a chapel that ſtood at a little diſtance W/ 
from the houſe. They even decorated the altar / 
for the occaſion. They paid a particular at- 8 
tention to their own dreſs. Tereſa was dreſſed in 
white, with roſe- coloured ribbands. The ſame ; 
coloured ribbands were tied to the piſtols. Each | 
held the ribband that was faſtened to the other's | | 
trigger, which they drew at a certain ſignal. 3 
Arria and Pætus (ſays Voltaire; ſet the ex- 


8 1 
ample, but then it muſt be conſidered they were! 
ſhc 
condemned to death by a tyrant, Whereas love the 
was the only inventor and perpetrator of this un 
deed. 7 
| Yer, while I talk of taking off the dangerous 5 
edge of their example, they have almoſt liſted 1 


me under their bloody banners. 
On looking over the ſermon J have written, 
J recollect a curious anecdote of Selkirk. 4 
(By the bye, Wilkes, I ſuppoſe, would ſay 
that none but a Scotchman could have lived lo : | 1 
many years upon a deſert iſland.) 
He tamed a gieat number of kids for ſociety, 
and, with them and the numerous offspring of 
two or three cats that had been left with him, he | 
uſed often to dance. From all which my inference * 
18 


ar | As on one ſtem two opening flowers refpire, 
t- So grow our lives (entwin'd) on one defire, 
in T7 
5 LETTER XV. 
s TO Mr. ———. 
1 „ H. 23 Feb. 76. 
Where was you this morning, my life? I 
re 7 35 
e ſhould have been froze to death I believe with 
ih the cold, if I had not been waiting for you. 1 am 
W uneaſy, very uneaſy, What could prevent you? 
Your own appointment too. Why not write, if 
us Þ | | 
ou could not come? ——Then, I had a dream 
I laſt night, a ſad dream, my H. 
n, , For thee I fear, my love; 
* Such ghaſtly dreams laſt night ſurprized my ſoul.”? 
VB You may reply, perhaps, with my favourite 
{0 Iphis, | 
«© Heed not theſe black illuſions of the night, 
þ „ The mockings of unquiet ſlumbers.“ 
0 | 1 
le Alas, I cannot help it. I am a weak wo- 
de man, not a. ſoldier. | N N 
15 I thought 


N 
E: this —M. will not ſurely deprive herſelf of H. “s 
Kociety ; but will let him find her zhere to-morrow, 
ſpecially, fince, in Mr. ].'s expreſſive language, 
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I thought you had a duel with a perſon who 
we have agreed never,to mention. I thoughtY 
you killed each other. I not only ſaw his ſword 
J heard it paſs through my H.'s body. [ſav 1 
you both die; and with you, love and grati- 
tude. Who 1s there, thought I, to mourn for 
M.? Not one! 5 


You may call me fooliſn; but I am uneaſy, Su 
miſerable, wretched ! Indeed, indeed I am. For ov 
God's ſake, let me hear from you. cal 

| 8 | th 
LET TER XVY; 5 
To the SAME. m 

| H, 24. Feb. 76, | 

That buſineſs, as I told you it would, laſt | he 

night, obliges him to go to town. I am to fol- b 
1ow, for the winter. Now, my H. for the royal | la 
black bob and the bit of chalk ; or for any bet- {c 
ter ſcheme you'll plan. Let me know, to-mor- K 
row, where you think Lady G.'s ſcheme will be N 
moſt practicable on the road, and there I'll take P 
care to ſtop. I take my bible oath I won't de- 


ceive you, and more welcome ſhall you be to 
my longing arms than all the dukes or princes 
in Chriſtendom, If I am not happy for one 
whole night in my life, 1t will now be your fault. 
| 1s 


0 
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Is not th's kind and thoughtful 2 Why did it 
ever occur to you, ſo often as we have talked of 
y b-ing obliged to leave this dear place? To 
e moſt dear, ſince it has been the ſcene of my ac- 
quaintance, my happineſs with H, | 
But, am I to leave behind me that deareſt H. 5 


: Surely your recruiting buſineſs muſt be nearly 
dor 


over now. You 2 go to town. Though things 


can't often be contrived at the A, they may 
| they may ?—they /hall happen elſewhere. 


Fail not to-morrow—and do not laugh at me 


any more about my dream, If it was a proof of 


my weakneſs, it was a proof alſo of my love. 
I wiſh the day on which I am to ſet out from 


hence could be conjured about a month further 


back or ſo. Now, you aſk why ? Look in your 


laſt year's almanack. Was not the /lorteft day 
ſome where about that time? Come give me a 


kiſs for that, I am ſure 1 deſerve it.—Oh ! fye 


| Mr. H. not twenty. You are too generous in your 


payments. I muſt inſiſt upon returning you the 
overplus the next time we meet—that | is to-mor- 
row, you Know. 


"Rn 
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LETTER XVII. 
To, Miſs — . 


ü 26 Feb. 76. 

Why will not the withed-for day, or rather 
night, arrive? And here, I have not ſeen you 
fince I know not when—not for two whole days. 

But I wrote you a long letter yeſterday why 
it would be dangerous to mect; and all in 
rhyme. The beginning, I afſure you, was not 
poetry, but truth If the N was C0- 
joured too highly, you muſt excuſe it. The 
pencil of love executed it, and the 51 =D will 
indulge himſelf ſometimes. Let the time come, 
I'll convince you his pencil did not much exag- 
gerate. 

Juſt now T was thinking of your TRY day, 
about which J afked you the other day. It's 
droll that your's and mine ſhould be ſo near-tode- 
ther. And thas I obſerve thereon. 


Your poets, -cunning rogues, pretend 
That men are made of clay: 

And that the heavenly potters make 
Some five or fix a day. 


G 


No wonder, M. 1 and you 
Don't quite diteſt each other; 3 
Or that my ſoul is link'd to your's, 
As if it were its brother: 


For in one year we both were made, 
Nay almoſt in one day 

So, ten to one, we both came from 
One common heap of clay. 


What ? if I were not caſt in near mw 
So fine a mold as you— — 
My heart (or rather, M. yours ) 
Is tender, fond, and true. 


Corporal Trim ſets off br day for our head 
quarters. My plan is la'd fo, that no diſcovery 
can take place. Gods, that two ſuch ſouls, as: 
your's and mine, ſhould be obliged to deſcend to 
arts and plans! Were it not for your dear ſake, I'd 


ſcorn to. do any thing I would not. wiſh diſcover 
od, 1 55 


— 


LETTER XVIII. 
To Mr. 


. 


2 


= | II. 21, Feb. 264 
All your plans are uſeleſs. The Corporal has- 
made his forced march to no purpoſe, | The fates. 
E 2 Ar 
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are unkind. It is determined I am to go up 50 
So, we cannot poſſibly be happy together, as ys 
hoped to have been, had cur own horſes drawn me 
up, in which caſe I muſt have ſlept upon the road 
Jam not clear old Robin Gray w1'l not ſtay and 
attend me. Why cannot my Jamie? | Crud 
fortune! Put in town we rell de happy. When 
again, thall I enjoy your dear ſociety; as I did 
during that, to me at leaſt, bleſſed ſnow ? No- wil 
thirg but my dear children could prevent curl D. 
going with Cook to ſeek for happineſs in world we 
unknown. There muſt be ſome corner of the It 
globe where mutual affection is reſpected. 

Don't forget to meet me. Scratch out forget 
I know how. much you think of me. Too much 
for your peace, nay for your health. Indeed' my 
II. you don't look well. Pray be careful! 


„Whatever wounds thy tender health, 
4% Will kill thy M.'s too.“ 


Omiah is in good humour with me again,—— 

What kind of animal ſhould a naturaliſt ex- 
pect from a native of Otabeite and a Huntingdon- 
ſhire dairy maid ? If my eyes don't deceive me, 
Mr. Omiah will give us a ſpecimen, — Will you 
bring me ſome book to-morrow to divert me, as 
I poſt it to town—that I may forget, if it be 
- poſſible, I am poſting from you? 
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BETTER XIX. 


e 


1 


Eockerill, I "OR 16. 15 


* is your ſtriet injunction that I do not offend 
you by ſuffering my pen to ſpeak of laſt night. 1 
will not, my M. nor ſhould 1, had you not in- 


joined it. You once ſaid a nearer acquaintance - 


would make me change my opinion of you. 
It has, I have. changed my opinion. The 
more I know you, the more chaſtely I think of 
Notwithſtanding laſt night (what a night 97 
and our firſt too, I proteſt to God, I think of you 
with as much purity, as if we were going to be 
married, Lou take my meaning, I am ſure; 
becauſe they are the thoughts I know you wiſh me 
to entertain of you, 
You got to town ſafe, I hope. One. letter may 


you. 


find me before I ſhall be able to leave Hunting- 
don, whither J return to-day; or, at leaſt, to 


Cambridge. I am a fool about Crop, you, know. 


carried. . you. 


morning we ſhould ever make each. other ſo hap- . 
py ! 

Don t forget to write, and don't forget the key, | 
againſt. 


3 


And I am now more tender of him, becauſe he has 
How little. did we think that 


LV 


againſt I come to town. As far 2s ſeeing you, 1 
will uſe it ſometimes z but never for an opportu- 
nity to indulge our paſſion. That, poſitively, | 
ſhall never again happen under bis roof, How 
did we applaud each other for not ſuffering his 
walls at H. to be inſulted with the firſt ſcene of it! I Al 
And how happy were we beth, after we waked I 
from our dream of bliſs, to think how often we 
had ated otherwiſe, during the time the ſnow 
(hut me up at H.] a fno's as dear to me, as to 
yourſelf, 

My mind 18 ; torn, rent, with ten thouſand 
thoughts and reſolutions about you and about 
myſelf. 
| When we meet, which ſhall be as we fixed, 1 
may perhaps mention one idea to you. 

Pray let us contrive te be together ſome even- 
ing that your favourite Jephtha is performed. 


Encloſed is a ſong, which came into my hands e 
by an accident ſince we parted. Neither the words 
nor the muſic, ] take 1 it, will difpl:aſe you. þ 0 
F*** Adieu. 
80N . 
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When your beauty appears 
In its graces and airs, 
All bright as an angel new dropp'd from the ky ; ; 
At diſtance'T gaze, and am awed by my fears, 
80 ey "ey dazzle OM 108 ! 


to But when, . " ; 
| Your kind thoughts you impart, J 
1d When love runs in bluſhes thro- every vein; : 
ur When it darts from your eyes, when it Ps in 
your heart, 
INT hen I know you re a woman again, 


5 « There's a 1 on and I pride 

| * In our ſex,” ſhe replied, 
s « And thus, might I gratify both, I would dos 
< 


e As an angel appear to each lover beſide, 
But {till be a woman to you.“ 


from the bottom of my heart. I never ſhall be 


| ſent to marry me. And notwithſtanding.the dear 


by the bliſs of bliſſes, I never, will taſte it Sin 


() 


LET TER x6; ſup 
To the SAME. yo 


: Cannon Coffee-houſe, Charing-crofs, 
17 March, 76. 


No further than this can] get.from you, before 
J affure you that every word I ſaid juſt: now came 


happy, never ſhall be in my ſenſes, till you con- 


night at Hockerill, and the other which your in- 
genuity procured me laſt week in D. ſtreet, I ſwear 


till you are my wife. 


LETTER 2x. 


| "To. the SAME. 


Cannon Coffee-houſe, 
17 March, 76. ä 


W you can hardly have read my laſt 


ſcrawl, I muſt peſter you with another. I had or- 


dered ſome dinner; but 1 can neither eat, nor do 
any thing elſe, © Mad!“ -I may be. mad, for 
what I know. I am ſure I'm wretched. 

For God's ſake, for my life and ſoul's ſake, if 
you Jove me, write directly hither, or at leaſt 
E | to 


roſs, 


fore 


1 


| to night to my lodgings, and ſay what is that in- 


ſuperable reaſon on which you dwelt ſo much. 


Torture ſhall not force vou to marry me.” Did 


you not ſay ſo? Then you hate me; and what 
is life worth ? „ 

Suppoſe you had not the dear inducement of 
loving me (if you love me ! Damnation blot out 
that f/), and being adored by me—ſtill, do you 
not wich to relieve yourſelf and me from th 


damned parts we act? My ſoul was not formed 
for ſuch meanneſies. To ſteal in at a back door, 


to deceive, to plot, to lie Perdition | the TO 
of it makes me deſpiſe myſclf. | 

Your \children—Lord 8.—(If we Have not 
been aſhamed of our conduct, why have we 
cheated conſcience all along by He“ and © His,” 


and © Old Robin Gray?“ Oh, how have we de- 


ſcended, M.!) Lord S. I ſay, cannot but provide 
for your dear boys. As to your ſweet little girl 
I will be a father to her, as well as a huſband to 
you, Every farthing 1 have I will ſettle on you 
both. I will-God knows, and you ſhall find 
what I will do for you both, when I am able. 
Good God, what would 1 not do! 

Write, write ; I fay write. By the living Gcd 
I will have this inſuperable reaſon from you, or I 
will not b. cicvoggu u love me. 


L ET. 
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LETTER IE. 


To Mr. H——, 


A. 17 March, 76, 


And does my H. think I wanted ſuch a letter 


as this to finiſh my affliction? Oh, my dear Ja- 


nie, you know not how you diſtreſs me. 


And do you imagine I have willingly ſubmitted 


to the artifices to which I have been obliged, for 
your ſake, to deſcend-? What has been your part, 
from the beginning of the piece, to mine? I was 
- obliged to act a part even to you, It was my bu- 
ſineſs not to let you ſee how unhappy the artifices, 
to which J have ſubmitted, made me. And that 
they did embitter even our happieſt moments 
But fate ſtands between us. We are doomed 
to be wretched. And I, every now and then, 
think ſome terrible cataſtrophe will come of our 
- connexion. © Some dire event,“ as Storgè pro: 
phetically ſays in Jephtha, “ hangs o'er our 
heads; —— 


e Some woful ſong we have to ſing; 

In miſcry extreme.—O never, never: 

« Was my forboding mind diſtreſs'd before 
E With ſuch inceſſant pangs!“ 


Oh, 


Ib, 


even die with pleaſure. 
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Oh, that it were no crime to quit this world 
like Faldoni and Tereſa! and that we might be 


| happy together in ſome other world, where gold 


and filver are unknown! By your hand I could 
I know I could. 


e Inſuperable reaſon.” Yes, my H. there is, 


and ycu force it from me. Yet, better to tell 


you, than to have you doubt my love; that love 
which is now my re'igion. I have hardly any 
Gcd but you. I almoſt offer up my prayers 70 
you, as well as for you. 

Know then, if you was to warry me, vou 
would marry ſame hundred pounds worth of 
debts ; and that you never ſhall do. 5 

Do you remember a ſolemn oath you to ok in 
one of your letters, when I was down at H.? and 
how you told me afterwards it mt be ſa, becauſe 
you had fo ſolemnly ſworn it? 

In the ſame ſolemn and dreadful words I ſwear 
that I never will matry you, happy as it would 
make me, while 1 owe a ſhilling in the world, 
Jephtha's vow is paſt. / 

What your letter ſays about my poor children 


| made me weep; but it ſhall not make me change 


my ere ſolution. 
t is a furth r reaſon why I ſhould not, —* If I 
8 40 not marry you, I do not love you! 1» Gra- 
cic us 


. Cious powers of love | Does my H. ſay ſo? My 


4 
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Particular intercourſe till marriage has made us 


that ſubject, is ſuperior to any thing I ever read. 


ſomething may happen. Heaven will not deſert 


| Poſt, zwice by one poſt, and I'll think of you, and 


E ) 


not marrying you 1s the ſtrongeſt proof I can give 
you of my love. And Heaven, you know, has 
heard my vow. Do you reſpe& it, and never 
tempt me to break it—for not even you will ever 
ſucceed. —Till I have ſome better Portion . 
debts, I never will be your's. 

Then what is to be done? you aſk. Why, of 
tell you, H. Your determination to drop all 


one, flatters me more than I can tell you, becauſe 
it ſhews me your opinion of me in the ſtrongeſt 
light; it almoſt reſtores me to my own good opi- 
nion. The copy of verſes you brought me on 


They ſhall be thy M.'s morning prayer, and her 
evening ſong. While you are in Ireland | 

Yes, my love, in Ireland. Be ruled by me, 
You ſhall immediately join your regiment there. 
You know it 1s your duty. In the mean time, 


two faithful hearts that love like your's and mine. 
There are joys; there is happineſs in ſtore for us 
yet. I feel there is. And (as I faid juſt now) 
while you are in Ireland, I'll write to you every 


I'll dream of you, and I'll kiſs your picture, and 
1 


—- , 
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El wipe my eyes, and P11 kiſs it again, and then 

y ru weep again. Ad- 
ve Can I give a ſtronger inſtance of my regard 
or you, or a ſtronger proof that you ought to 
ike my advice, than my thus begging my only 
joy to leave me? I will not ſwear I ſhall ſurvive 
it; but, I beſeech you, go 

Fool that I am I undo with « one hand, all 
do with the other. My tears, which drop be- 
Keen every word I write, preverit the effect of 
my reaſoning 3 which, I am ſure, is Juſt. 
| Be a man, I ſay—you are an angel. Join 
our regiment; and, as ſure as I love you (no- 
thing can be more fure) I will recall you, from 
what will be baniſhment as much to me as to 
ou, the firſt moment I can marry you with ho- 
our to myſelf, and happineſs to you. 
But, I muſt not write thus. 


Adieu! 


ne. Ill fuits the voice of love, when glory calls, 
us And bids thee follow Jephtha to the field. 


_— LE T- 


wrote this, here; and I am glad I did. We ar 


_ debts! Rather, cruel vow! for, would you bu 
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LETTER Xii. 


0 


To Miſs 


Cannon coffee-houſe, 
17 March, 1776. 


And I will reſpect the vow of Jephtha, and! 
will follow to the field. At leaſt, I will think of 
it all to-night, for I am ſure I ſhall not ſleep, an 
will let you know the ſucceſs of my ſtruggle, fo 
a ſtruggle it will be, to-morrow, I will wait fo 
you at the ſame place in the Park, where I ſhall 
ſee you open the A. door. Should it rain—T| 
write. It was my intention to have endeayourel 
to ſee you now, but I changed my mind, and 


not in a condition to fee each other. Crue 


have let me, I would have contrived ſome ſcheme 
about your debts. I could form a plan, My 
Goſport matters my commiſſion— 
Alas, you frown, and I muſt ſtop. Why would 
not fortune ſmile upon my two lottery tickets 
Heaven knows I bought them on your account. 
Upon the back of one of them I wrote, in calc 
of ny ſudden death, * this is the property ot 
Miſs —. 


(r 


Mis —.“ On the back of the other, that it 
belonged to your daughter. 


ſe, 


und! 
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For what am! fill reſerved? ? 


LETTER XV, 
To Mr, ———, 24, 
A, "9 March, 1776, FO 
Why, why do you write to me ſo often? Why 
do you fee me ſo often ? When you acknowledge 
the neceſſity of complying with my advice. 
You tell me, if I bid you, you'll go. I have 
bid you, begged you to go.— I do bid you go. 
Go, I conjure you, go! But let us not have any 
more partings. The laſt was too, too much. I did 


not recover myſelf all day. And your goodneſs 


to my little white-headed boy e made me 
burſt into tears this morning, by talking of the 
good-natured gentleman, and Producing your 
preſent. 

Either ſtay, and let our affection diſcover and 
ruin us —or go. 
On the bended knees of love I; intreat you, H. 
my deareſt H. to go. | 


1 
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LETTER XXV. 
70 Miſs — 


Ireland, 
26. March, 1776. 


Ireland England Good Heavens, that M. 
ſhould be in one part of the world, and her H. 
in another! Will not our deſtinies ſuffer us to 
breathe the ſame air? Mine will not, I moſt 
firmly. believe, let me reſt, till they have hunted 
me to death. 

Will you not give me your approbation for 
obeying you thus? Approbation ! And i is that 
che coin to paſs between us ? 


Yet, I will obey you further, I will reſtrain 


my pen as much as poſſible. I will ſcratch the 
word love out of my dictionary. I will forget— 


I lie—I never can, nor ever will forget you, or 
any thing which belongs to you. But I will, as 
you wiſely adviſe, and Baal deſire me, as much 
as poſſible, write on other ſubjects. Every thing 
entertaining, that I can procure, I will. I'll 
Twiſſify, and write Tours or any thing but love- 
letters. This morning, pardon me: I am unable 
to trifle ; I muft be allowed to talk of love, of M. 
And, when I am able, you mult allow me to put 
In. 


4 


in a word or two ſometimes for myſelf, To-day, 
however, I will not make you unhappy by telling. 
you how truly ſo I am. 
Ilp)he truth is — my heart is full; and though 
l thought, when took up my pen, I could have 
| filled a quire of paper with it, I now have not a 
5 word to ſay. Were I ſitting by your ſide now 
* Þ © (oh. that I were!) I ſhould only have power to 
| recline my cheek upon your ſhoulder, and to wet 
your handkerchief with my tears. 
My-own ſafety, but for your ſake, is the laſt of 
my conſiderations. Our paſſage was rather boi- 
ſterous, but not dangerous, Mrs. F. (whom F 


— — 


mentioned to you, I believe, in the letter I wrote 
5 juſt before we embarked) has enabled me ta. 
4 make you. laugh with an account of her beha- 
f viour;. were either of us in a humour to laugh.. 

Why did you cheat me ſo about that box? 

5 Had L known I. ſhould find, upon opening it, 
Ir | | "2 53 
1 that the things were for me, I would never have - 
h brought it. But that you knew. Was it kind, 
- my M. to give me ſo many daily memorandums 
9 


of you, when I was to be at ſuch a diſtance from: 
you? Oh, yes, it was, it was, moſt kind. And 

that, and you, and all your thouſand and ten; 
thouſand kindneſſes I. never, will forget. The 
purſe ſhall be my conſtant companion, the.ſhirrs: 

"© 2 VII. 
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I'll wear by night, one of the handkerchiefs was. 


obliged to uſe in arying my eyes as ſoon as. I 
opened the box, the 


God, God, bleſs you in this world—that'is, 
give you your H.—and'grant you an eaſy paſ- 


ſage to eternal bleſſings in a better world. 

If you go before me, may the ſtroke be ſo in- 
ſtantaneous, that you may not have time to caſt 
one longing, lingering look on 


VVV 
To the SAM 2. 


lein 8 April, 3 
Your s, dated April the firſt, would have di- 


verted me, had I been ſome leagues nearer to you. 


It contained true wit and humour. I truly thank 
you for it, becauſe I know with how much diffi- 


culty you ſtudy for any thing like wit or humour 
in the preſent ſituation of your mind. But you do. 


it to divert me; and it is done for one, who, 
though he cannot laugh at it, as he ought, will 
remember it, as he ought—Yet, with what a 
melancholy tenderneſs it concluded! ! There ſpoke 

your heart. 
Your ſituation, when you wrote it, was ſome- 
thing like that of an FE, who ſhould be obli- 
ged 
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ged to play a part in comedy, on the evening of a 


day which, by ſome real cataſtrophe, had marked 


her out for the capital figure of a real tragedy. 


Perhaps I have ſaid winetking like this in the 
lang letter I have written you ſince. Never mind. 


Pray be careful how you ſeal your letters. 


The wax always robs me of five or ſix words. 
| Leave a ſpace for your ſeal. Suppoſe that ſhould 
| be the part of your letter which tells me you ſtill 


love me. If the wax cover it, I ſee it not -I find 


no ſuch expreſſion in your letter grow diſtrac- 
ted and immediately ſet out for Charing Croſs. 
| to aſk you whether you.do indeed ſtill love me. 


In the hoſpitality of this country I was not de- 


| ceived, They have a curſe. in their language, 
| ſtrongly deſcriptive of it“ May the graſs grow 
at your door!”—The women, if I knew not 
| you, I ſhould find ſenſible and pretty. But Tam 


deaf, dumb, blind, to every thing, and to every 
perſon but you. If I write any more this morn- 
ing, I ſhall certainly ſin againſt your commands. 
Why do you ſay nothing of your dear chil- 
dren? I inſiſt upon it you buy my friend a taw, 


and two dozen of marbles; and place them to 


the account of 


Your humble Servant. 


LET. 


do. Few are they, who like you, can judge of 
poetry; and, of the judges, few, alas! are juſt, 
Juvenal, the Roman Churchill, adviſes a young 
man to turn auctioneer, rather than poet. In our 
days, Chriſtie would knock Chatterton out of all 
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LETTER XXVII. 


To the SAME. 


| Ireland, 20 April, 96, 


Thanks for the two. letters J received lat 


week. They drew tears from me, but not tears 
of ſorrow. 

To my poetry you are much too partial. Never 
talk of writing poetry for the preſs, It will not 


chance in aweek. The Spaniards have a proverb, 
« He, who cannot make one verſe, is a block - 


© head; he, who makes more, 1s a fool.” —Py- 


thagoras you know a little by name. Perhaps. 
you may not know he was ſtarved to death in the 


temple of the Muſes at Metapontum. The 


Muſes have no temples, it is true, in our days 


(for God knows they are not much worthipped 
now), but the Ladies are not without their hu- 
man ſacrifices. - 


A young man was complaining the other day 
that he had loſt his appetite; T urn poet, then, 


A N 


1 


ſud one in . <« they generally have pretty 
ſtout ones.“ „„ ö 
| Your /en/ible eyes have not long, 1 know, been 
dry from the tale of G Even now a 

pearly drop peeps over the brim of each; and now 


5 they drop, drop upon his mangled memory, like 

ars theSamaritan's balm upon the traveller's wounds. 
And, perhaps, what I had heard and told mw 7 
ver 

oe may not be half. 


u 1 hat I may make you ſome e sfor tensitig 
it. ou with my bad poetry the other day, I will to- 
Lay ſend you ſome very good. It is the compoſi- 
tion of a clergyman, an Engliſhman, ſettled near 
N Dublin. It got the prize at Oxford no: long 
rb. ſince, and was ſpoken in the theatre at ſuch 2 
K. public buſineſs, as one at which, I think, I re-_ 
member to have heard you ſay you were preſent. 
Perhaps you were there this very time. . 
ne When you have read the lines, you will think 
= need not add a word about the author s abi- 
lities, 1 E „ l l 
78 | 
On the Love of our Country. | 


E ſouls illuſtrious, Who, in days of yore, 

With peerleſs might the Britiſh target bore, 
Who, clad in wolt-{kin, from the ſcythed car, 
Frown'd on the horrid brow of mailed war; 


Who. 


And ye of later age, tho' not leſs fame 
of Arthur's barons, wont, in hardieſt ſport, 


To claim the faireſt Guerdon of the Court; 
Say, holy ſhades, did &er your gen'rous blood 


Rouz d on old Mona's top a female win 


Bad them like furies in the fight engage, 
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Frantic when each unbound her briſtling hair, 


(8) 5 


Who dar'd your why painted limbs 11 
To ſteel of Chalybs, and to Roman foes: 


In tilt and tournament, the princely game 


Roll thro' your faithful ſons in nobler flood, 
Than“ late, when Goxon bad gird on ev'ry thigh 
The myrtle-braided ſword of liberty ; 
Say, when the high-born Druids magic ſtrain 


To madneſs, and with more than mortal rage 


And ſhook a flaming torch, and yell'd in wild 
deſpair ; | 


Or when on Creſſy's plain the ſable might 


Of Edward dar'd four monarchs to the fight; I} 


Say, holy ſhades, did patriotic heat 


In your big hearts, with quicker tranſports beat 


Than! in your ſons, when forth like ſtorms they 
pour'd 

In freedom's cauſe, the fury of the ſword ? 

Who rul'd the main, or gallant armies led, 

With Hawke who conquer d, or with/Folfwho bled, 


* Theſe Ines were written ſoon after the inſtallation at 


Windſor, 


5 
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Poor is his triumph, and diſgrac'd his name, 
ho draws the ſword for empire, wealth or fame; 
or him tho' wealth be blown on ev'ry wind, 
ho' fame announce him mightieſt of mankind, 
ho! twice ten nations fink beneath his blade, 
irtue diſowns him, and his glories fade. 
or him no pray'rs are pour'd, no pæans ſung, 
o bleſſings chaunted from a nation's tongue; 
lod marks the path to his untimely bier, 
The curſe of widows and the orphan's tear 
ry to high Heaven for vengeance on his head ; 
live, deſerted; and accurſt, when dead. 
ndignant of his deeds, the muſe, who ſings 
ndaunted truth, and ſcorns to flatter Kings, 
Shall ſhew the monſter in his hideous form, | 
\nd mark him as an earthquake or a ſtorm. 


Not ſo the patriot chief, who dar'd withſtand 
he baſe invader of his native land, 
Who made her weal his nobleſt, only end, 
Rul'd but to ſerve her, fought but to defend, 
eat Her voice in council, and in fight her ſword, 
ey WLov'd as her father, as her god ador d, 

Who firmly virtuous, and ſeverely brave, 

Sunk with the freedom that he could not ſave. 
On worth like his, the muſe delights to wait, 
ed. Reveres alike in triumph or defeat, | 
at | Crowns 
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Crowns with true glory, and with ſpotleſs fam N. 
And honours Paoli more than Frederic“ S name 


Hexe let the muſe Fi the blood- Rainy dye 
And ſhew the boldeſt ſon of public zeal. 

See Sidney leaning o'er the block! His mien, 
His voice, his hand, unſhaken, clear, ſerene, 
Yet no harangue, proudly declaimed aloud, 
To gain the plaudit of a wayward crowd ; 
No ſpecious vaunt\death's terrors to defy, 
Still death delaying, as afraid to die. 

But ſternly ſilent, down he bows-—to prove 
How firm his public, tho”. miſtaken love. 
Unconquer'd patriot ! form'd by ancient lore 
The love of ancient freedom to reſtore, 
Who nobly acted, what he boldly wrote, 
And Teald by death, the leſſons that he taught 


Dear is the tie that links the anxious ſire 
To the fond babe that prattles round his fire; 
Dear is the love that prompts the grateful youth 
His fire's fond cares and drooping age to ſooth; 
Dear is the brother, ſiſter, huſband, wife; 
Dear all the charities of ſocial life: 

Nor wants firm friendſhip holy wreaths to bind 

In mutual ſympathy the faithful mind: 

But not th' endearing ſprings that fondly move 
To flial duty, or parental love, 

Not 


OVCc 


Not 


Are half ſo dear, ſo potent to controll 


Where heav'n-taught minds to wooe the muſe 


„ 


Not all the ties that kindred boſoms bind, 
Not all in friendſhip's holy wreaths entwin'd, 


The gen'rous workings of the patriot ſoul, 

As is that holy voice which cancels all 

Thoſe ties, which bids him for his country fall, 
At this high ſummons, wi h undaunted zeal, 
He bares his breaſt, invites th impending ſteel, 
Smiles at the hand that deals the fatal blow, 
Nor heaves one ſigh for all he leaves below. 


Nor yet doth glory, tho' her port be bold, 
Her aſpect radiant, and her treſles gold, 5 
Guide thro' the walks of death alone her car, 
Attendant only on the din of war: 
She not diſdains the gentler vale of peace, 
Nor olive ſhades of philoſophic eaſe, 


reſort, 
Create in colours, or with ſounds tranſport; 
Where youths court ſcience, or where {ages teach, 
Where ſtateſmen plan, where mitred fathers 
preach— _ 
More pleas'd on Ifis' ſilent marge to roam, 
Khan bear in pomp the ſpoils of Minden home. 


To read with Newton's ken the flarry ſky, 
And God the ſame in all his orbs deſcry; 
| G To 


6 


To lead forth merit from her humble ſhade; 
Extend to riſing arts a patron's aid; | 
Build the nice ſtructure of the gen'rous law, 
That holds thefree-born foul in willing awe; 
O'er pale misfortune drop, with friendly ſigh, 
Pity's mild balm, and wie affliction's eye; 
Theſe, theſe are deeds Britannia muſt approve, Þ | 5 
Muſt nurſe their growth with all a parent's love. f. 
Theſe are the deeds that public virtue owns, Þ , 
And, juſt to public virtue, glory crowns. 1 


LE FE Ei Rf 1 2 


To the S A t k. 


Ireland, 3d May, 17765. 
My.laſt, I hope, did nat offend you. The] 
bank note I was obliged to return; although IÞ 
thank you for it, more than words can tell] 
you. 2799 | | : 
Shall I, whom you will not marry, becauſe Þ 
you will not load me with your debts, increale Þ 
thoſe debts; at leaſt, prevent you from.diminiſh- Þ 
ing them, by robbing you of fifty pounds? 5 
Were I capable of it, I ſhould be unworthy your 
love. But be not offended that I returned it. 
Heaven knows how willingly a quire of ſuch Þ 
things 


man. Hen, PLAY 


ON 


! engaged for the ſeaſon. 
# called upon her, at her little lodgings 1 in Drury 
Lane, to ſettle it. The maid was going to ſhew 


1 


go to plays. 
favourite character. By the way, I'll tell you a 
= ſtory of her, when ſhe was on your ſide the water, 
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things ſhould have accompanied it, had heaven: 
; | made me ſo rich. 


Be not anxious about me. — Talk not of the 


? | poſtage which your dear letters coſt me. Will. 
- ths refuſe to make your H. happy? And think 
: vou can pay too dear for happineſs? 


But, Lord! you rave. I am rich as rich as a 


Je: And without taking into the calculation 


the treaſure I poſſeſs in your love. — Why, you. 


5 talk of what I allow that relation, poor foul ! 


1 hat does not ſwallow up all my lands and here- 
ditaments at Goſport. Then there's my pay, 
and twenty other ways and means beſide, I dare 


er could I but recolle& them. Go to—1 tell 
you I amr rich. So, let me know you got the 
© filver paper ſafe, and that lam a. good boy. 


I can afford to 
I ſaw Catley laſt night, in your 


Rich! To be ſure I am —whr, 


Names do not immortalize praiſe-worthy anec- 


dotes, they immortalizenames. — Some difference 
had ariſen between Miſs Catley and the managers, 
concerning the terms upon which ſhe was to be 


One of the managers 


G2 the 
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the gentleman up ſtairs, and to call her miſtreſs, 
« No, no,” cries the actreſs, who was in the 
kitchen, and heard the manager's voice, © there 
is no occaſion to ſhew the gentleman to a 
« rom. -I am buſy below” (to the manager) 
« making apple-dumplings for my brats. You, 
know whether you have a mind to give me the 
« money I aſk, or not. I am none of your fine 
« ladies, who get a cold or the tooth ach, and 
e can't ſing. If you have a mind to give me 
the money, fay ſo; my mouth ſhall not open 
* for a farthing leſs. So, good morning to you 
Hand don't keep the girl there in the paſſage ; Þ 
for I want her to put the dumplings in the 
* Fot, while I nurſe the child. I he turnips Þ 
of Fabricius, and Andrew Marvels cold leg of | 
mutton, are worthy to be ſerved up on the ſame 
day with Nan Catley's apple-dumplings. 
Come I am not unhappy, or I could not talk 
of other people and write thus gayly. Nothing 
can make me truly unhappy, but a change in 
your ſentiments of me. By the Almighty God of 
heaven, I know my own feelings ſo thoroughly, 
I do not think I could ſurvive ſuch a thing. 
As you love me, {cold me not about the poplin 
you'll receive next week. It colt me nothing— 
1 may ſurely give what was given to me. 


L. E T- 
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LET TE R XXII. 


To the Same, 


Ireland, 
29 May, 1776. 
Do you think, that to make ſuch propoſals, as 


: your laſt contained, is the way to reconcile me to 
| H this worſe than baniſhment ?—You refuſed to 
: come into my ſcheme of marriage—Nothing 
4 ſhall tempt me to come into your ſcheme. Perſiſt 

in your idea of going on the ſtage; and, as I 


mie, I'll come over and make a party to damn 


you the firſt night of your appearance. Since 


you will not ſhare my fortunes, I will not ſhare 
your earnings. 


The ſtory you mention at F 3 of 


Boardingham, who was murdered by his wife and 


her lover, is moſt ſhocking. The reflections you 


draw from 1t are moſt juſt ; and what you ſay of 


sour ſituation moſt true. The woman muſt have 


been beyond a wild beaſt ſavage. Yet their feel- 
ings, when ſhe and Aikney were at the gallows 
together (ſuppoſing any thing like love remained) 
muſt have been exquiſite.—I proteſt, I would wil- 


Urngly embrace with M. the cruelleſt death which 
torture could invent (provided ſhe were on a bed 


G 3 of 
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of roſes. than lead the happieſt life without her! 
A What viſions have I conjured up my pen 
drops from my hand. 

Your catch upon a bumper I like much. It 
beats, both in words and muſic, © A bumper 
*Squire Jones.” By the way, what an odd word 
it is! Let me make a linguilt of you to day. 
The learned Johnſon deriveth bumper (© a cup 


te filled till the liquor ſwells over the brims”) | 


trom bump, which cometh, he ſaith, from bun 
perhaps, as being prominent; the which bum 
cometh, we are told, from bomme (Dutch) and 
ſignifieth © the part on which we ſit. The 
word bumper is by ſome writer derived from Son- 


were ſuppoſed not to diſlike bumpers. — This I 
may. ſay—if © a cup filled till the liquor ſwells 


over the brims” comes from © the part on 
* which we fit,” it muſt be granted, as a French 


poet ſays of Alfana's coming trom equus, 


Qu! en venant de la, juſqu' icy, 
Il a bien change fur la route, 


And now I have ended in good ſpirits, as well 


as you. I remember the time when Hamlet 
might have ſaid to me, as he does to Horatio, 


cc Thou 


. cc 


= ce 
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Thou haſt no revenue but thy good ſpirits 
cc To feed and cloath thee.” 


Now, I have got a little revenue, which M. 


will not ſhare with me, and God knows who has 


got my good ſpirits. —Well, I muſt not think. 


LETTER XXX. 


10 the S A M KE. 
ireland, 
18 June, 76. 
My Laura ĩs not angry with me, I hope, for the 
three or four tender letters I have written to her 


| fince the beginning of this month. And yet, 


your's. of yeſterday ſeems to ſay you are. If I 
bear my ſituation like a man, will you not allow 
me to feel 1 it like a man? | 


Misfortune, like a creditor ſevere, 

But riſes in demand for her delay. 

She makes a ſcourge of paſt proſperity, 
To ſting me more, and double my diſtreſs. 


But you fay I mult not write thus, If I can 

help it, I will not. 
Shall I write about the weather or politics ? 
The ſun ſhines. to-day, yeſterday it rained, If 
F you 


( 68 ) 


you wiſh to appear learned, tell the next company 
you go into, that the diſtreſſes of this country will 
ſoon oblige England to grant her a free trade, or 
ſomething very much like it. And add, that her 
grievances are more real now, than when, in! 60 „ 
ſhe complained to Elizabeth of the introduction 
of trials by jury. Another lice of politics. 
Aſſert boldly, that Junius was written by Gren- 
ville's ſecretary. This is a fa#, notwithſtand- 
Ing what Wilkes relates of Lord Germaine's 
biſhop. 


Is this the ſtyle of letter-writing you allow me? 
— Fry again, then, . 

The favours-I have received from the worthy 
mam I mentioned in a letter or two ago, are by 
his goodneſs every day increaſed: Some ſuperior 
ſouls have affected to hate mankind. Here is 
one, who, with an underſtanding and'an expe- 
rience inferior to none, never loſes an opportu- 
nity of befriending a fellow creature. I am afraid 
ſometimes, that misfortune will one day or ano- 
ther play him ſome confounded dog's trick, he 
takes ſuch pleaſure in thwartingevery {ſcheme ſhe 
lays for any one's ruin, 


Yet, even this amiable character is not without 


his defects. 2 he following lines 1 ſent him this 


4 FE | morning 


T 


f 1 : 
morning after playing at Vi ignt- Un in company 
vith him laſt night. 


To H ſays a certain friend, 
(Both idle, rhyming bards) q 
« ——, with good manners and beſt ſenſe, | 
? Can't bear to loſe at cards. Ty 

1 N & With ſuch a head“ “ And ſack a heart,” 
l J Adds H—- ©*tis high treaſon; 4 
1 3 « But I, who knew that heart ſo well, | 1 
; : 8 Have found, I think, the reaſon. | 


ec Friend to the poor, his purſe their box, 
He always would be winner; 


„For then they win. But, ſhould he loſe, 
r 
S 


« The poor too loſe a dinner.“ 


This country's facetious Dean ſaid, his friend 


; Arbuthnot could do every thing but walk. My 
| friend can do every thing but loſe at cards. 


Feeling, and all the commanding powers of tlie 
mind, were never perhaps before ſo mixed up to- 
gether.. A tale of ſorrow will make his little eyes 
wink, wink, wink, like a green gir!'s. | Before the 
company came laſt night, I ſhowed him “ Auld 
Robin Gray“; and, though he had ſeen it before, 
he could not get over © My mother could na 

5 ſpeak,” without winking. For the credit of your 
N cc 


6 


fide of the water, he is an Eaglidinus, His | 


agreeable wife, by her beauty and accompliſh- 
ments, does credit to this country. She is re- 
markable alſo for her feeling, though in a diffe- 
rent way. You ſhall relate an anecdote of diſ- 
treſs, or read a ſtory of ill uſage, and; while his 
eyes are winking for the object of the ill uſage or 
the diſtreſs, her's ſhall be ſtriking fire with rage 
againſt the author of it. Good God! ſhe ex- 
4 « if that villain was but in my power! — 

And I ſometimes think ſhe is going to ring for 
her hat and cloak, that ſhe may ſally forth, (and 
pull his houſe about his ears. Bound up together 
(as they are and as I hope they will long continue) 
they form a complete fyſtem of humanity. 

It would have gratified me much to have been 
with you when Garrick took his farewell of the 
ſtage. Do you remember the laſt paper in the 
Idler upon its being the laſt? The reflection that 
it was the laſt time Garrick would ever play. was, 
in itſelf, painful. How, my Laura, my M. my 
life, ſhall I bear it, if I ever ſhould be doomed to 
take my laſt leave, my laſt look of you!l—— 

In what I wrote this morning L mentioned 


the Idler. Acuriousletter was ſhown me the other 


day by a clergyman, which he aſſures me is au- 
thentic, and was written by the late Lord Gower 
to a friend of Dean Swift. As I know how you 


admire 


3 


Admire the eminent perſon whom it concerns, 1 
| {end it to you. 


« Mr. Samuel Johnſon (author of London, a ſatire, and 


ſome other poetical pieces) is a native of this country, aud 
ö much reſpected by ſome worthy gentlemen in his neighbour 
7 hood, who are truſtees of a charity-ſchool now vacant, the 
certain ſalary of which is ſixty pounds per annum, of which 
: they are deſirous to make him maſter, but unfortunately he 
zs not capable of receiving their bounty, which would make 
: him happy for life, by not being Maſter of Arts, which by the 
? ſtatutes of this ſchool the maſter of it muſt be. Now theſe 
; gentlemen do me the honour to think that I have intereſt 
enough ia ; ou to prevail upon you to write to Dean Swift to 
| perſuade the Univerſity of Dublin to ſend a diploma to me, 
| conſtituting this poor man Maſter of Arts in their Univerſity. 
They highly extol the man's learning and probity, and will 
; not be perſuaded that the Univerſity will make any difficu'ty 
of conſerring ſuch a favour upon a ſtranger, if he is recom- 
| mended by the Dean. — They ſay he is not afraid of the 
ſtrictefl examination, though he is off ſo long a journey; but 
wi l venture itif the Dean thinks it neceſſary, chooſing rather 
| to die upon the road, than to be ſtarved to death in tranſlating 


for bookſellers, which has been his only ſubſiſtence for ſome 
time paſt. I fear there is more difficulty in this affair than 


theſe gobd-natured gentlemen apprehend; eſpecially as their 


election cannot be delayed longer than the loth of next 
month. If you ſee this matter in the ſame light it appears 
to me, I hope you will burn this, and pardon me for giving 
you ſo much trouble about an imprzQicable thing: but if 
you. think there is a probability of obtaining the favor aſked, 
I am ſure your humanity and propenſity to relieve merit in 
diſtieſs, will incline you to ſerve the poor man, without my 

5 | | adding 


P of 
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adding any more to the trouble I have already given you, 
than aſſuring you J am, with great truth, 


| &c. 
Trentham, 


Aug. 1, 1737. | ; 
One other ſubject for your deere and! 
have done. 
What muſt have been Johnſon's Seng what 
in his wonderful work, the Engliſh Dictionary 
he cited the following paſſage from Aſcham, a 
an inſtance of the uſe of the word Men? © Wit 
live obſcurely, men care not how; or die ob- 

ſcurely, men mark not when.“ 


LE T T E & XXXI. 
To Mr. , 


England, 25 June, 1976, 
Let me give you joy of having found ſuch 
kind and agreeable friends in a ſtrange land, 
The account you ſent of the gentleman and lady, 
eſpecially of the latter, quite charmed me. Nei- 
ther am I without my friends. A lady, from 
whom I have received particular favours, is un- 
commonly kind to me. For the credit of your fil 
of the water, ſhe is an Iriſh woman. Her agreeab!! 
buſtand, by bis beauty and accompliſhments, does credi 
to this country. He is remarkable alſo for his feelings. 
Adieu! This will affect you, I-dare ſay, in the 
Tame manner your account affected me. 


LET 


70, 


ſhould have been miſerable, 
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LETTER XXXII. 
To Miſs —— —, 
Ireland, 


1 July 76, 


Your little billet, of the «5th of laſt month, 


was a proper reproof for the contents of one of 


mine. Till I faw the jcke I was truly unbappy. 
If you had not written the long and kind letter 
the next day, which came in the ſame packet, 1 
Vet, I wiſh you 
happy, moſt happy; but I cannot bear the 
thoughts of your receiving happineſs from any 
hands (man, woman, or child) but mine. Had 


my affections not been fixed, as they are unalter- 
ably, elſewhere, the wife of my friend, with all her 


charms, would never fix them. I have but two 
maſters, Love and Honour. If I did not conſi- 

der you as my wife, I would add, you know I 

have but one miſtreſs, | 

A friend of mine is going to England—(happy 

fellow I ſhall think him, to be but in the ſame 


country with you)— He will call at the Cannon 


coffee-houſe for me. Do ſend me, thither, the - 
French book you mention, Werther, If you don't, 
I poſitively neyer will forgive you. Nonſenſe, to 

* If ſlay 


— — 
— 


be able to read it! Muſt I piſtol. myſelf, be. 
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fay it will make me unhappy, or that I ſhan't 


cauſe a thick-blooded German has been fool 
enough to ſet the ex2mple, or becauſe a Ger. 
man noveliſt has feigned ſuch a ſtory? If yoy 
don't lend it me, I will moſt affuredly procure it 
ſome time or another; ſo, you may as well have 
the merit of obliging me.—My friend will ſend by 
a ſmall parcel for you to D. ſtreet. The books o 


I fend you, becauſe 1 know you have not got I ne 


them, and becauſe they are ſo much cheaper here, I ve 


If you are afraid of emptying my purſe (which — 


by the way is almoſt worn out), you ſhall be my Ii vi 
debtor for them. So, ſend me a note of hand, 


v lue receiv ed, I he other things are ſurely not 


worth mentioning, 
LETTER XXXIII. 
To Mr. 


England, 20 Aug. 76. 


For God's Take ! where are you ? What is the 
matter? Why don't you write ?—Are you ill ? 
God forbid! And I not with you to nurſe you! 


If you are, why don't you let ſomebody elſe write iſ f 
to me? Better all ſhou'd be diſcovered, than ſut- 


fer what I fuffer. It's more than a month ſince J 


heard from you. A month uſed to bring me 


4 eight 
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eight or ten letters. When 1 grew uneaſy, it was 


in vain, as I ſaid in my laſt, that I endeavourcd to 
find your friend who brovght the parcel (for I 
would certainly have ſeen him, and aſked him 
about you). What is become of all my letters 
for this laſt month ? Did you get what I returned 
by your friend ? Do you like the purſe? The book 


you mentioned, is juſt the only book you ſhould 


never read. On my knees, I beg you never, ne- 
ver read it! Perhaps you have re:d it—Perhaps ! 
-I am diſtracted. —— Heaven only knows. to: 
whom I may be writing this letter. 


Madam, or Sit! 

If you are a woman, I think you will; if you 
arc a man, and ever lived, I am ſure you will, 
oblige me with one line to ſay what is come of 
Mr. - of the regiment. Direct tò Mrs. 
—, D ſtreet, London.——4ny peiſon whoſe 
hands my letter may fall into, will not think this 
much trouble; and, if they find me good news, 
Heaven knows how a woman, who loves, if poſ- 
ſible, too well, wil! thank them. 


may think, in devoting a morning to this employ- 


LET 1 ERC ANETY;, 
To Mis — 


Ireland, 
10 Sept. 1776. 


As J am no ſportſman, there is no merit, you 


ment. Nor do I claim any merit. Tis only 
making myſelf happy. 
Now, I hope, you are quite at eaſe about me. 
My health, upon my honour ! upon our love! is 
almoſt re-eſtabliſhed — Were I not determined to 
keep on this fide the truth, I would ſay quite. 
The four letters I have written to you, ſince I re- 
ceived your frantic ſhe-t of paper, have explained 


and made up every th ng. How can ſufficiently 
thank you for all your lett.rs ? Eſpecially for that 


of this week? Never did you pen a better. 
Did I know any body employed in a work, where 
that letter could properly appear, he ſhould inſcrt 
it in your own words. | 

Excuſe me, I am unwillingly called away.— 

What I ſaid this morning about your letter, 
brings to my recollection ſomething of that ſort. 
Shall I tell it you? I wil. 

James Hirſt, in the year 1711, lived ſervant 

with 


„„ 
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before their wiſhes were compleated, 


„ 
with the honourable Edward Wortley. It hap- 
pened, one day, in re- delivering a parcel of let- 
ters to his maſter, by maſtake he gave him one 
which he had written to his ſweetheart, and kept 
back one of Mr. Wortlcy's. He ſoon difcovered 
the miſtake, ard hurried back to his maſt: r ; but, 
unfortunately for poor James, it happened to be 
the firſt that preſented itſelf to Mr. Wortley, 
and, before James returned, he had given way to 
a curioſity which led him to open it, and read the 
love-told ſtory of an enamoured footman. It 
was in vain that James begged to have it returned. 
« No,” ſays Mr. Wortley, “ James, you ſhall 


. be a great man, this letter ſhall appear in the. 


1 SpeCtator.” 
Mr. Wortley communicated the letter to his 
friend Sir Richard Steel. It was accordingly pub-- 
hſhed in his own words, and is that letter, No. 
71, volume the firſt of the e beginning. 


© Dear Betty.“ 


James found means to remove that- ankic dneſs 
of which he complains in bis letter; but, alas! 


a ſpeedy end 


was put to a paſſion which would not diſcredit: 
much ſuperior rank, by the unexpected death of 
Betty. James, out of the great regard and love 
he bore to Betty, after her death, married the 
H 3 


ſiſter. He died, not many years ſince, in the 
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neighbourhood of Wortley, near Leeds, York- 
ſhire. 

To marry you is the utmoſt of my wiſhes; 
but, remember, I don't engage to marry your 
ſiſter in caſe of your death.—Death ! How can 
I think of ſuch a thing, though it be 5 in 
Joke ? 


LET TE R-XXXV. 
To the SAME. 
Ireland, | 
15 Sept. 1776, 


The contends of your laſt letter, for the 
reaſons you give, I have immediateiy obey: d. 


My enquiries, about the young Engliſhman you 
mention, amount to this. He is liked tolerably 
well here. He would be liked more, if he took 


more pains to be liked. His contempt for ſome 


people in the werl, whom others deſpiſe per- 


haps as well as he, is ſome imes too conſpicu- 
ous. Accident has given me an opportunity to 
ſee and know a great deal of him ; and with cer- 
tainty. His heart is certainly not bad. His 


7 abilitles are as certainly not equal to what he 


once confeſſes to have thought them; per- 


haps 
3 
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haps they are ſuperior to the opinion he now en- 


tertains of them. He has ambition and emula- 


tion enough to have almoſt ſupplied any want of 
genius, and to have made him almoſt any thing, 
had he fallen into proper hands. But his ſchool- 


maſters kne nothing of the human heart, nor 


over much of the head. Though indolent to a 
degree, a keen eye might have diſcovered, may 
ſtill diſcover, induſtry at the bottom; a good 
cultivator might have turned it, may ſti] turn it, 
to good account. His friendſhips are warm, ſin- 
cre, decided — his enm'ties the ſame. He 
complains, now and then, that ſome of his 
friends will pretend to know him better than 


they know themſelves, and better than they 


know any thing elſe. © They would play upon 
« him; they would ſeem to know his ſtops; 


« they pretend to be able to ſound him from 


% his loweſt note, to the top of his compals ; 
& and there is much muſic, excellent vo ce, in 
a little pipe, yet cannot they make it ſpeak. 
« Do they think,” he demands, that he is 
« eaſier to be play'd than a pip: ?” Why, 
really, I do not think this is the caſe at preſent, 
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whatever it may have been. Secrecy is not 


brought into the world, it is acquired in the 
world. An honeſt heart can only acquire it 


by 


— _ 


tainly gott-n ſome how among ſome of his int. 


by experience The character which he had cer. 


mates, has been of ſervice both to them and ty 
himſelf. They made a point of ſecrecy, after 
they choſe to diſcover a wart of it in him; and 
now he has made a point of it h'mſelf. My dear. 
eſt fecret (you know what that is) ſhould now 
ſooner be truſted to him than to any of his former 
accuſers. The loudeſt of them, to my Kknow- he 
ledg?, was little calculated to judge; for, though 5 
he might not abſolutely think him a coward, he 4 
certainly did not ſuſpe& his friend of courage, till i : 
ſufficient proof of it was given under his own «ye, ; 


Nou, in my opinion, true courage and reſolution , 
are this Gentleman's markiog characteriſtics. | 
This is no great compliment; for, without them, | 
I would not give a farthing for any man. | 


Such, in my judgment, is the young gentleman, 
about whom you wiſhed me to enquire, and with 
whom I happen to have lived a good deal. His 


pe incipal merit is, that my amiable: friend (the 


mention of whoſe wite juſt jogged your jealouſy) 
ſincerely loves him. That worthy man ſeldom 
throws away his attachment where it is not deſerv- 
ed. Nor do | know any thing, in the gentleman, 
whoſe character I have been ſket. hing, which 


gives me more ple-ſure, or which it would give 


him 


him, amounting to 26 guineas. 
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him more pleaſure to have noticed, than the love 


and reſpect which I am ſure he feels for my friend; 


unleſs perhaps his affectionate ſenſe of the obli- 
gations which I believe I have told yoa he lies 
under to a Mr, B.—— 

So much for buſineſs. Now for an article of 
news. The latter end of laſt month a lady and 
her ſrrvant, as they were riding in Phoenix park, 


ere ſtopped by a man on foot, very genteelly 
| drefled in white clothes, and a gold-Jaced hat. 


He demanded the lady's money, which ſhe gave 
The perſon put 
the caſh into ope of his pockets, and took from 
the other a ſmall diamond hoop-ring, which he 
preſented to the lady, deſiring her to wear it for 
the ſake of an extraordinary robber, who made it 
a point of honour to take no more from a beau- 
tiful lady, than he could make a return for in va- 
lue. He then, with great agility, vaulted over 
the wall, and diſappeared, 
This you may perhaps call an Triſh way of rob- 
bing. There certainly was ſomething original in 
it. The gentleman ſeems cleply to imagine that 
an exchange is no robbery, 
As to your threat, I will anſwer it in the ſame 
ſtyle—< I vill love you—and if—!”” But neither 
my anſwer, nor your threat, 1s original. Read- 


ing, 
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ing, this morning, a hiſtory of this country, 1 
found the fo lowing anecdote. In 1487, a dread- 
ful war was carried on in Ulſter between the 
Chieftain O'Neal, and the neighbouring Chieftain 
of Tirconnel. This war had nothing more con- 
fiderable for its immediate cauſe, than the pride of 
O'Neal, who demanded that his enemy ſhould 


recognize his authority by paying tribute. The 


laconic ſtile, in which the demand was made and 
rejected, would not have difgraced a nobler con- 
teſt, © Send me tribute—or elſe !””—was the 


meſſage of OfNeal. To which was returned, 
with the ſame princely brevity “ I owe you none 


& —and if—!”——But I talk nonſenſe. This 
does not prove your threat to hve been borrowed; 
for I dare fay, you never heard of O'Neal till this 
moment. It only proves that two People may 


expreſs themſelves alike. 


Should any man who loved like me (if any 
man ever did love like me) have ſpoken of his 
love in terms Ike thoſe I uſe to ſpeak of mine, 
follows it therefore that I have borrowed either his 


paſſion or his language? Were it poſſible, for 
you to think fo, I never would forgive you —Pray 


copy the muſic you mention, in your NEXT. 


N 


LET. 
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LETTER XXXVI. 
To the Same. 
Ireland, 


18 Sept. 76. 
How happens it that T have not ſooner noticed 


| what you ſay, in a letter the beginning of laſt 


month, about the new puniſhment of working 
upon the Thames? Pol.ticzans may witte more 


learned upon the matter, but I will defy Beccaria 


to write more feclingly or humanely. There cer- 
tainly is much truth in what you ſay. Experi- 
ence, however, will be the beſt teſt. Perhaps my 
true reaſon for noticing your ſenſible letter thus 
late, was tO introduce a ſcene which paſſed in the 
quickſilver mines of Idra, a till more unpleaſant 
abode than Mr. CampbelPs academy. This uſed 
to be Co'onel G.'s method, you remember, of 
introdueing his home-made jokes. Not that my 
ſtory is home made -I take it from ſome Italian 
ette:s a brother officer lent me, written by Mr. 
Everard, and I give it you almoſt in his own 
words—except in one or two paſſages, where [ 
think he has Joſt an oppo: tunity of ſurprizing the 
rezder, 


The 


— 


— — 
— 2 — 


— 


— . 25 
— —— 


. 


— —— 


— 


— 
—ͤñ——h— — 


— 


— — 


2 2 — — — — — 
— — HA— 
= = — 
— 
— 


— 


— 5 — 9 — 


— =. 


— 


— —— —_— 
— — 8 =. 


1 — — D 
— — — n * 


( 34 ) 


The pleaſure I always take in writing to you, wherey 
I am, and whatever doing, in ſome meaſure diſpels my pr. 
ſent uneaſineſs; an uneaſineſs cauſed at once by the dil. 
greeable aſpect of every thing round me, and the more di. 
agreeab'e ſcene to which I have been witneſs, 

Something too I have to tell you of Count Alberti. Yy 
remember him one of the gayeſt, moſt agreeabie perſons x 
the Court of Vienna; at once the example of the men, al 
the favourite of the fair ſex. I often heard you repeat hi 
name with eſteem, as one of the few that did honour to th 
- preſent age; as poſſeſſed of generoſity and pity in the high 
eſt degree; as one who made no other uſe of fortune, bu 
to alleviate the diſtreſſes of mankind, But firſt of all, th 
ſcene I mentioned. 

After paſſing ſeveral parts of the Alps, and havin 
viſited Germany, I thought I could not well return hone 
| pag viſiting the quick-ſilver mines at Idra, and ſein 

ſe dreadful ſubterranean caverns, where thouſands ar 
condemned to reſide, ſhut out from all hopes of ever agau 
beholding the chearful light of the ſun, and obliged to tal 
out a miſerable life under the whips of imperious. taſk-mak 
ters. Imagine to yourſelf an hole in the fide of a mountain, 
of about five yards over. Down this you are let, in a kind 
of bucket, more than an hundred fathom ; the proſpect gros 
ing ſtill more gloomy, yet ſti'l widening, as you deſcend: 
At length, after ſwinging in terrible ſuſpenſe. for ſome 
time in this precarious ſituation, you at length reach tif 
bottom, and tread on the ground ; which by its hollow ſound 
under your feet, and the reverberations of the echo, ſeems 
| thundering at every ſtep you take, In this gloomy and 
frightful ſolitude, you are enlightened by the feeble glean 
of lamps, here and there diſpoſed, ſo that the wretched it- 
habicant 
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habitants of theſe manſions can go from one part to another 
without a guide. And yet, let me aſ ure you, that though 
they, by cuſtom; could ſee objects very diſtincly by theſe 
lights, 1 could ſcarce diſcern, for ſome time, any thing; not 
even the perſon who came with me to THEW me whole ſcenes 

V eee 
From this deſeription, 1 week, you have but A diſagree. 
able idea of the place; yet let me aſſure you that i it is a pa- 
lace, if we compare the babitation with the inhabitants, 
such wretches mine eyes never yet beheld. The blackneſs of 
their viſages only ſerves to cover : an horrid Palehefs, cauſed 
by the noxious qualities of the mineral they are employed 
to procure, As they in general conſiſt of malefactors con- 
demned for life to this taſk, they are fed at the public ex- 
pence; but they ſeldom conſume much proviſion.— They 


. loſe cheir appetites in a ſhort time; and commonly in about 
„wo years EXPUE; from a total contraction of the jeints of 
eig thc Body. 7 b be brtienty 18 2-2 | 
I In this horrid manſion I walked after my 7 x6 for ſome 


al time, ponderi ing on the ſtrange tyranny and avarice of man- 
ma kind, when J was accoſted by a voice behind me, calling me 
tain by name, and enquiring after my health with the moſt cor- 
kind dial affetion, I turned and ſaw a creature all black and 
10 hideous, who approached me, with a moſt piteous accent, 
| | demanding, © „Ah! Mr. Everard, don't you know me?“ 

Good God, what was my furprize, when, throv h the veit 
of his wretchednef, I diſcovered” the features of my. old 
and dear friend Count Alberti! I flew to him with affec- 
tion: and after a tear of condolence, aſked how he came 
| there? To this he replied, that having fought a duel with 
a general of the Auſtrian infantry againſt the emperor's 
| command, and having left him for dead, he was obliged to 
n 5 fly 


infeſted that quaiter. 


mon ths, 
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fly into ane of the foreſls of Iſtria, where he was firſt taken, 


and afterwards ſheltered, by ſome barditti, who had long 
With theſe he had lived for nine 


till, by.a, c'oſe inveſtiture cf the place in which 


they were concealed, and after a very obſtinate refiſtance, 
in which the greateſt part of them fell, he was ſecured an 
carried. to Vienna, in order to be (broken alive on the 
wheel, When he arrived at the cap tal, he was quickly 
known, and, {everal of the affociates of his accuſation. and 
danger witneſſing his innocence, his puniſhment of the rack 
was changed into that of perpetual confinement and laboy 
in the mines of Idra. A ſentence, in my opinion, a thou. 
ſand times worſe than death. 

As Alberti was giving me this account, a young woman 
came up to him, who, at once ] ſaw, had been born for 


better fortune. 


The dreadful ſituation of the place was not 


able to deſtroy her beauty 3 and even in this ſcene of wre:ch. 
edneſs, ſhe ſeemed to have charms to grace) the moſt brilliant 


aſſembly. 


This lady 1 ter to. one of he Arſt families in Ger 
many, and, having tried every means to procure her lover! 
pardon without effect, was at laſt reſolved to ſhare his mi 
ſeties, as ſhe could not relieve them. With him ſhe accord 
ingly deſcended into theſe manſions, fiom which few euer 

_ geturn,z and with him ſhe is contented to live, forgetting 
the gaieties of life; with him to toi], deſpiſing the ple 
.dours of opulence, and contented with the conſciouſnek, 
_ ther awn,conltancy.. 


j 


— 


i; 


em, ders St, 0 


Pg Þ 47 
» Sa 


o 1417 
4 z v3 


| Yours . 10 


Cj 


4 
K 
323 


* 
F 


Nov 


C #7 ) 


Now can I tell all the feelings of your dar 
heart. Now fee I your fancy buſy with her 


A mfgic pencil; and affecting is the picture it has, 
; begun. Begun—for your weeping, eyes will not. 
e faffes you to finiſh it. Can not you, through. 
Ya your tears, diſtinguiſh Alberti and his wife 
p dying in each others arms after about half a 
0 


year ? What a ſcene ! 

Is there any a of money you would not. 
| give to have this tragedy end happily t That, of: 
courſe, is impoſſible. But Everard- ſpeales of 
n the poor ſouls in his next letter, which I may 
perhaps ſend you 1n my next. 
"i Come—— be a good girl, and you | ſhall have 


it now, e it nn not n you much conſo- 
Ger. tion. % aas et god . | 1 
ver! * 0 10 15 4 | | 
* My laſt to youwas i wid kaya too Auch >, 
of the gloomy ſituation of my mind. I own the deplorable 
condition of the warthy-rhan deſeribed in it, was enough ti 
ad double ſeverity to the: hideous manfions A t preſent” 
owever, I have the happineſs to inform you, that I was 
pectator of the moſt affecting ſcene I ever yot beheld: Nine 
days after I. had written my laſt, a perſon came poſt from 
1 to the little village near the meuth of the greater 
He was ſoon after followed by a ſecond, and he by 
| Ka The firſt enquity was after the unfortunate Count; 
md I, happening to. overhear' the demand, gave them the” 
delt information. TWO of theſe were the brother and 


Fo | . eee coaſis 


coll. 

ever 
think 
(plen- 
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couſin of the lady, the third was an intimate friend and fel. 
low ſoldier of the Count. They came with his pardon, which 
had been procured by the General with whom the duel had 
been fought ; who was perfectly recovered from his wounds, 
T led them with all the expedition of joy down to his dreary 
abode, and preſented"tohim his friends, ind informed him 
of the happy change in his circumſtances. It would be im. 
poſſible to deſcribe the joy that brightened up his grief- won 
countenance ; nor was the young lady's emotion leſs vivid at 
ſeeing her friends, and h-aring of her huſband's freedom; 

ſome hours were employed in mending the appearance: of 
this faithful couple, ner could I without a tear behold hin 
taking leave ot the former wretched companions of his toil, 
To one he left his mattock; to another his workin ng cloaths ; 
to a third bis little houſehold utenſils, ſuch as were neceſſary 


for him in that ſituation. We ſoon emerged from the mine, 


and he once again reviſited: che ſi ght of the ſan, which he 
had totally deſpaired of ever Fr. A poſt-chaiſe was 
ready the next morning to take them to Vienna, whither, [ 
am ſince informed by a letter from himſelf, they are return- 
ed. The empreſs has taken them into favour ; his fortate 
and rank are reſtored ; and he and his fair partner now have 
the pleaſing ſatisfaction of feeling happineſs with d uble re- 
bh, en ee what e ans ee 
* 140 2's 4 

"Says not our Glen e the circum- 
dane of his being at Rennes at the very time 
the Marquis reclaimed his forfeited nobility and 


his word, Was a0 incident of good. fortune 
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ſentimental one wed halicre it: and every th 
incident of good fortune befall all ſuch travellers! 
5 Þid 
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Did not I fay this ſecond part of the ſtory” 
ch would not afford you much conſolation®” Excuſe- 
al W me for ſuch a falſity. That was only to ſurprize 
Gs. vou. Well 1 knew what would. be my..M.'s- 


a 

feelings. | 

um 

a Are you as . in - aſfivlogy as- whien' you' 


m @ wrote laſt to me? On the page I have to ſpare I. 
n will ſend you ſome haſty lines which I ſcribbledi 
mW the other day to ridicule the weakneſs of a Dr. 


No W. who is as great a—fool at leaſt as Dryden, 

Fe: and never fails to caſt the nativity of his children. 

A ind heaven has heard the parent's prayer, 

15 Each goſſip hails the ſon and 1 EE 

Fs pray let 'the Docter ſee. 

12 My maſter, ma'am ?. Your labour ova 34 

11 He's got among the ſtars, to caſts . 

gi His ſon's nativity,” . | 

eie Three hours elaps'd, our ſage deſcends, 

i With * well, and how's the child, m my friends 7? 

950 He's happy, Sir, ere this. 5 

le. PUT. + Happy! why, yonder ſtars ne er ted. WES, 
| „ Benigner influence on the- head 19 

wy | Of happier, I gueſs-- 

my. % Worth, virtue, wiſdom, . honour, math. 7 

ind is dne beſt and only riches, health, 172 

ane e Aſſuredly. awaits Nas 3:35 . EY Gaz 

i | h 5; Heav' n's favour'd child or never mere 3 

1 „ Say I have knowledge to explore - wy * EIS! 8 

a N The ſecret. page of fate. 

75! G3 | 1.3. 5 6. TwVwar⸗ 

Did 


((e)) 


„ Twas there T read my happy boy 
57 5 EX all ſeyentꝝ ſummers. ſhould enjoy 
3 ce Ere —— when nurſe ſobbꝰ d. and ſaid, 
1 % Good' Mack 1 [onthe babe to whom kind hearen, 
. 1-45 \8o may tböntkous- gifts hath given, "Spb 
„ Theſe two hours hath been — dead. 


| SY 9 E by s E K. XXXV II. 
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11 nn January, 7777. 0 

One of Lond: a ſuite Will carry this em 
to England. His Lordſhip was relieved from 
guard yeſterday by tlie arrival of the new Lord th 
Lieutenant. As politicks have not much to do 
with love, Lhall not trouble you with a hiſtory of . 
the late ig or 1 2 prophecy of what will be 
the preſent, O let bur greut actors take care 
they do not e the farce. of A America 1 in Ireland. | 
My ſpirits, I thank YOU are now tolerably well. 1 
Rut you know d am, at leaſt I know I have been 
ever ſince you have known ne, a ſtrange comical 
fellow. Neither one Ting nor roher. Some- 1 


GON 19730 10511490 34 


Times in the gar Et, h ut, much oftener gown i In 5 
the cellar. If Salvator 


Roſa,or Aa wanted - 
5 4 to 


"I 4 as - 


© — 2 


(9 ) 


to draw a particular character, I am their man. 
But you and I ſhall yet be happy together, I 
| know 3, and then my ſpirits and paſſio ions will re- 


turn into their uſual channels. n 
Why do you complain of: the language and 
tenderneſs of my letters? Suppoſe they were not 


tender. What would you ſay, what would you 
think, then? Muſt not love ſpeak the language 


of love 2 Ny, do we not ſee . day that love 


„ 


tinually AAAS eee from ae hs? Put 
Jamie or Jenny, inſtead of Chriſt, and ſee what 


you will make of Mrs. Rowe's moſt ſolemn BO 
ems, or of Dr. Watts's hymnns. 


ry 


Let me . written ore | 7 
her denten d dlady#20:'! V7 1: 5 


* 
- * ” 
03-1 53 Tor 
- a = 1 ” - T ; 
21271050 3518 n 1 . 


* Sir Rn te lig x me Jou were not come to. town at 
« ; o'clock, makes me in pain to | Know how your 'bn does, ; 


2 and I can't help enuiting after bim and dear Mts. Free- 
man. The Bilkop of Worceſter was with'me this mans 
ing before L was dreſſęd. J gave him my letter, ta the 


q Queen, and he has promiſed to ſecond it, and ſeemed to 
_ undertake it very willingly : though, by a! the, diſcourſe 
Thad with him (of Which [ will give you a particular 
account when I ſee you),” find him very partial tolher. 
The laſt time Ke: was here, E told him yo had. feverat 
'* times deſired you might go from me, and havelpspggted 
4 7 ſame thing 2 to him. For you may eaſily imagine 

bs would 


Bo 


— 


———-— 
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% would not neglect doing you right on all occaſions. But 
beg it again for Chriſt Jeſus's ſake, that you would ne. 
ver name it any more to me; for, be aſſured, if you ſhould 
« ever do ſo cruel a thing as to leave me, from that mo. 
« ment I ſhall never enjoy one quiet hour. And, ſhould: 
666 you db it without: asking my conſent (which if I ever 


% give you, may I never ſee the face of heaven), I will. 


„ ſhut myſelf. up, and never ſee the world more, but live 
66. where I may be forgotren by human kind,” 1 


a YI 


What think you of this letter“ If. it ſhould 
have been written by a woman to a woman, 
ſurely you will allow H. to write a little tenderly 


to his own M. This was really the caſe. It is 
tranſcribed from-© an account of the conduct of 
the Dowager Duohefs of Marlborough,” printed 
for W. Smith in Dame-ſtreet, Dublin, 1942, 
which I bought at Wilſon's in Dame: ſtreet yel- 


terday. The pamphlet contains others as loving. 


This 1 find page 40. It was written to Lady 


Marlborough by her. Miſtreſs (one would have 
thought the word miſtreſs in one ſenſe did belong 
to one of the parties), when ſhe was only Prin- 
ceſs of Denmark. It refers to the quarrel be- 


tween the Princeſsand her royal ſiſter and brother 


in-law, becauſe ſhe would not part with her far 


vourite, upon Lord e 8 wy 1 
Fee the _ © | 


ee - Theſe 


( 93 ) 

Theſe two female lovers always correſponded, 
under the: names of Mrs. Freeman and Mrs. 
Morley, at the particular deſire of the Princeſs, 
who fixed upon the names. And this, after ſhe- 
ver W was Queen Anne Be aſſured, my M. that, al- 
though I write to ydu with almoſt the ſame mad- 

neſs of affection, I will ever imitate her exam- 
ple, for all its royalty, and exchange you for a 
Ie r of your own: raiſing (Mrs. Maſham). 


F XXXVII. | 
| | To. IE" SAME. : IF 

N ; 5 | | elsa, 

ot i C 

+ My laſt was merry, you know. I can't ſay as 


„ much for your laſt. To- day you muſt ſuffer me 
{- {© to indulge my preſent turn of mind in tranſerib - 
ing ſomething which was left behind her by a 
y Mrs. Dixon, ho poiſoned herſelf not long ſince 
e at Inniſkillen. Itwas.communicated to me by a; 
gentleman, after a dinner yeſterday,” who is come 
„hither about buſineſs, and lives in the neigh- 11 
bourhood of Inniſkillen. 8 : _ 
The unhappy woman was not above nineteen i 
years of age. She had been married about two 
years, and lived with her huſband all that time 
with ſeeming eaſe and chearfulneſs. Foe 
—Shewasremarkably chearful all the fatal day, 
had company to dine with her, rhade tea for them, 
in 


SS 


C007 
in the evening, ſet them down to cards, retired to 
her chamber, and drank her cup» of arſenick. 
he left a writing on her table, in which is 
_ obſcurely hinted the ſadcircumitance which urged 
her impatience to this deſperate-act. 

. Encloſed! is an exact copy even to the ſpelling. 


- « This is to let all the- world know, that hears of me, 
that it's no crime I ever committed occaſions this my un- 
timely end: but. deſpair of ever being happy im this world, 
as I have ſufficient reaſons to think ſo. I owr tis a ſinful 
remedy, and very uncertain to ſeek happineſs, but I hope 
that God will forgive my-poor ſoul: Lord have mercy on 
it! But all I beg is to let none reproach my friends with it, 
or ſuſpe& my virtue or my honour i in the leaſt, hogs od I am 
to · be no more; Nee 

Comfort my poor WES Hotel, and: brothers and 
ſiſter :, and let all mothers take care, and never force a child 
as mine did me: but 1 forgive her, and hopes God will for- 
give me, as I believe ſhe meant my good by my marriage. 


Oh! that unfortunateday I'gave my hand to one, whilit. 


my heart was another's, but hoping that time and prudence 


wou d at length return my former peace and tranquility of 


wind; which I wanted for a long time: but oh! it grieves 
me to think of the length of eternity; and the Lord fave me 
from eternal damnation! Let no one blame Martin Dixon,“ 
thr he is in no fault of it. 5 
Phave a few articles which P have a greater regard for 
than any thing elſe that's mine, on account of him that gave 
them to me (but he is not to be mentioned) — and I have 
ſone well-wiſhers that I think proper to give them to. 


Her huſband.. a 1 1 
Ce. 5 Firk. 


„ 


Firſt, to Betty Balfour, my ſilver buckles ; to Polly 


Deeryn, my diamond ring; to Betty Mulligan, my laced 


ſuit, cap, handkerchief and ruffles : to Peggy Delap, a new 


muſlin handkerchief not yet hemmed, which is in my draw- 


er, and hope for my fake thoſe perſons will accept of 0 
trifles, as a teſtimony of my regard for them. 

would adviſe * Jack Wation to bebave himſelf in an 
honeſt and obedient manner in reſpea to his mother and 
family, as he is all ſhe has, to depend upon now. 

I now go in God's nawe, though againſt his commands, 
without Wrath or ſplecn to any one upon earth, The very 
perſoa I die for, I love him more than ever, and forgives 
him. I pray God grant him more content and happineſs 
than he ever had, and hopes he will forgive me, only to to re- 
member ſuch a oe died for him. 

There was, not long ago, ſome perſons pleaſed to talk 
ſomething againſt my reput tion, as to a man in this town, 
but now, when Joughtt to tell the truth, I may be belioved ; 
if ever I kr ew him, or any other but my huſband, may I 
never enter into glory; and them I forgive who ſaid ſo, but 
'Jet that man's wife take care of them that told her ſo ; for 


key meant her no good by it, 3 
With love to one, friendſhip to few, and good will to all 


the world, I die, ſaying, Lord have mercy on my foul; with 
an advice o all feople never to Juffer a. paſſion of any fort to 
command them as mine did in ſpite of me. I pray God bleſs 
all my friends and acquaintance, and begs them all to com- 
Fort my mother, who is unhappy in having ſuch a child as I, 
who s aſhamed to ſubſcribe myſelf an unworthy and diſ- 
| graceful Member: of - the church of Scotland. 
| Jane Watſon, _. f 
otherwiſe, Dixon.“ 


+ Her brother, 
My 


(C:98 )2 
My pen ſhall not interrupt your meditation; 
W by making a ſingle reflection. We both 
of us have made, I dare ſay, too many on it,— 
She too was Vw. and had her Robin Gray. 


LETTER XXXIX. 


0 the SAME, EL 


a | T-eland, © 
| . 27 March, 77. 
If you write as you wrote laſt week, I cannot 
bear this diſtance. Poſitively you muſt think of 
what I propoſed laſt month. : 
That I may not diſobey your commuids this 
morning by writing too ' tenderly, I will tranſ- 
cribe you ſomething in return for the contents 
of your laſt, It is in a different ſtile, but full 
as capital. Tell me whether you don't think my 
French Robin Gray a good companion to your 
Engliſh one. The young Abbe who gave it 
me, aſſured me it is almoſt totally unknown 
even in France. Louis Petit (a friend of Cor- 
neille) wrote it, who died in 1693. Do let me 
. ſet you the taſk of tranſlating it, when you will 
of courſe give Jeremiah leave to go and mind 
his own affairs. + 


2 


S SOS. 


* 


By | Des 


10k 


B29, 
Des que Robin eut vu partir Toinelts, 
{1 quitta )a le ſoin de ſan troupeau, 
jetta loin panetiere et houlette, 


Et ne garda rien que ſon chalumeau. 


Il lamenta plus fort qu'un Feren ie; 
II ſouhaita mille fois le treſpas ; 

Et, dans ſon mal, il n'a d*autre ſoulas 
Que d'entonner, fu- {a flüte jolie, | 
Triſte chanſon, qui finit par, heElas ! 
C'eſt grand pitiẽ d'eſtre loin de s'amie. 


Ces derniters mots, ſans ceſler, il répẽte, 
Tantot aſſis ſur le bord d'un ruiſſeau, 
Tantot couché deſſus la tendre herbette, 
Tantöt le dos appuye d'un ormeau. 
Onc ne mena Berger fi triſte vie. 
Du doux fommeil il ne fait plus de cas; 
Plus qu'un Hermite il fait maiſgres re pas; 
Dances et jeux ne lui plaiſent plus mie, 


Et dans fa bouche il n'a rien qu'un — helas } 
C'eſt grand pitie d' eſtre loin de s'amie. 


Il n'eſt berger qui ſon mal ne regrette; 
Et près de lui bergeres du hameau 
Vienuent chanter, ſilant leur quenoul' lette, 


Pour conſoler ce triſte paſtoureau. 


Mais leur doux chant point ne le ſolatie, 


Tant la douleur le tient dedans ſes lacs ! 


Pour ne les voir, les yeux tient toujours bas; 


Et, fi leur dit, “ laifſez-moi, je vous p ie;“ 


uis auſitdt revient a fon——hcelas ! 


_ Cefſt grand pitic d'eſtre loin d' &amie, 
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Fils de Cypris, plus malin qu'une pie, 

A conſoler Robin l'on perd ſes pas: 

T oinette ſeule, avec ſes doux appas, 

Le peut tirer de ſa melancholie : | 
Rends la lui donc; car, aprees tout —helas? 
C'eſt grand pitie d'eftre loin de s'amĩe. 


LETTER I. 


To the SAME. 
Ireland, 
20 April, 1777. 


Now you for there is ſomething in dreams, 
But why is not your alarming letter more parti- 


cular about your complaint? Do they nurſe you 


as tenderly as I would ? Are they careful about 
your medicines? For God's ſake tell them all 


round what happened lately here to Sir Willi- 


am Yorke, the chief juſtice. 

Sir William was grievouſly afflicted with the 
ſtone. In his ſevere fits he uſed to take a cer- 
tain quantity of laudanum drops. On calling 
for his uſual remedy, during the moſt racking 
pains of his diſtemper, the drops could not be 
found, The ſervant was diſpatched ta his apo- 


21 | | thecary; 


H. For my ſake, be careful. Dr. - 


( 99 ) 


thecary; but, inſtead of laudanum drops, he 
aſked for laudanum. A quantity of laudanum 
was accordingly ſent, with ſpecial charge not tg 
give Sir Willtam more than twenty-four drops. 
But, the fellow, forgetting the caution, gave the 
bottle into his maſter's hand, who, in his agony, 
drank up the whole contents, and expired in leſs 
than an hour. 

Why, my deareſt love, did you conceal your 
illneſs from me ſo long? Now, you may have 


revealed the ſituation of your health to me too 


late. God forbid If I write more, I ſhall write 
like a madman. A gentleman takes this who 
fails for England to-day. To-morrow or next 


| day the Colonel will be here. If Lord S. asT 
| have reaſon to ſuſpect, has influenced him to re- 


fuſe me leave of abſence, I will moſt certainly 


| {1 out directly, which I have an opportu- 
nity to do. At any rate I will be with you 


in a few days. If 1 come without a commiſſion 
you muſt not be angry. To find you both diſ- 
pleaſed and ill, will be too much for rnd poor 
I inſiſt 
upon your not having any longer. His experi- 
ence and humanity are upon a par. Poſitively 
you muſt contrive ſome method for me td ſee 


you. How can love like mine ſupport exiſtence 


K 2 if 


{166-7 


if you mould be ill, and I ſhould not be per- 
mitted to fee you !—But I can neither think nor 
write any more. 


= 


LETTER XLI. 


To "Ry 1 


Cannon Coffte- honſe, 
Charing- Croſs, 


4 Miy 7. 
Did you get the incoherent ſcraw]s I wrote you 
yeſterday and the day before? 'Your's I have 
this inſtant read and wept over. Your feeble 
writing ſpeaks you weaker than you own. Hea- 
vens, am I come hither only to find I mult not 
fee you! Better 1 had ſtaid in Ireland. Yet, 
now do I breath the ſame air with you. No- 
thing but your note laſt night, could have pre- 
vented me, at all hazards, from forcing my way 
to your bedſide. In vain did I watch the win- 
dows afterwards, to gather information from the 
paſſing lights whether you were better or worſe. 
For God of Heaven's * ſend me an anſwer to 
this, 


LE T- 


* 
SE] 1 2 Og — — 


LET TE 8 
To: Mr.. | . 


A. 4 May, 17776 
3 a'clock, 


My dear miſtreſs bids me write this: from her: 
mouth, —© Theſe are the laſt words. I ſpeak. 
My laſt thoughts will be on you; my deareſt dear h 
II. In the next world we ſhall meet. Live, and 
cheriſh- my memory. Accept the contents of 
this little box. Be a friend to my children. My 
little girl.“ 


LEER UA. 
To the S A M E. 
A. 4 May, 1 
| [| 59'clocks. 
My dear. Soul,, | 
At the hazard of my life J write this to tell- 


you Heaven has ſpared my. life to your prayers. 


The. unfiniſhed os. which my aa e 


can't 89 on.. | 


Sir, i 0; 58 44:4 | | 10 
My dear Miſtreſs dens 457 Sit; that her 


diſorder has taken a turn within this den and 


K. 3 the. 
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the phyſicians have pronounced her out of all 
danger. — Honoufred Sir, I humbly crave your 
pardon for ſending away my ſeribble juſt now, 
which I am afraid has made you uneaſy ; but in- 
deed, Honoured Sir, 1 thought it was all over 
with my poor dear miſtreſs; and then, I am ſure 
I ſhould have broke my heart. For, to be ſure, 
no ſeryant ever had a better, nor a kinder miſ- 


treſs. Sir, I preſume to ſee your Honour to-mor- ed 

row. My miſtreſs fainted away as ſhe began this, ar 

but is now better. 11 

: F 6 a clock. | i 

0 

rr r,. : 

FL | Cannon Coffe houſe, d 
> 1 5 27 June, #777. 

Ne} | _ | 5 O' clo. E. 4 


As 1 want both appetite and ſpirits to touch my 
-dinner, thaugh it has been ſtanding before me 
theſe ten minutes, 1 can elaim no merit in writ- 
ing to you. May yon enjoy that pleaſure in 
your delightful ſituation. on the banks of the 

Thames, which: no ' fituation, no thing upon 
earth, can in your abfence, afford mo! 


\F 


( 163) 
Do you aſk me what has lowered my ſpirits to- 


day ? I'Il tell you. Don't be angry, but I have 
been to ſee the laſt of poor Dodd. Yes, © poor 


« Dodd!” though his life was juſtly forfeited to 
the laws of his country. The ſcene was affect- 
ing- it was the firſt of the kind J had ever feen; 
and ſhall certainly be the laſt. Though, had I 


been in England when Peter Toloſa was deſerv- 


edly executed in February, for killing Du- 


arzey a young French woman with whom he 


lived; I believe I ſhould have attended the laft 
moments of a man who could murder the object 
of his love. For the credit of my country, tliis 
man (does he deſerve the, name of man *) was 


a Spaniard. wie 8 
Do not think I want tenderneſs, becauſe 1 


was preſent this morning. Will you allow 


yourſelf to want tenderneſs, becauſe you have 
been preſent at Lear's madneſs, or Ophelia's | * 


Certainly not. Believe me (you wi believe 
me, I am ſure) I do not make a profeſſion of 


it, like George S. Your H. is neither artiſte 


nor amateur — nor do I, like Paoli's friend and 


hiſtorian, hire a window by the year, Which 
looks upon the Graſs- market at Edinburgh. 

d Raynalbs book you have read, and admite. 
For its s humznity it merits admiration. The 
vill FL 


11 
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Abbe does: nct countenance an attendance on 
ſcenes of this ſort by his writings, but he does 
by his conduct. And I would ſooner take Prac- 
tice's word,, than Theory's. Upon my honour 
Raynall and Charles Fox, notwithſtanding the 
rain, beheld the whole from the top of an uns- 
niſhed houte,. cloſe by the ſtand 1 in which I had 
a place. 

However meanly Dodd behaved ment in 
throwing the blame of his application to the 
chancellor on. his wife; he certainly died with 

reſolution. More than once to day I have heard 
that reſolution aſcribed to his hope that his friend 

| Hawes, the humane founder of the humane ſo- 
ciety, would be able to reſtore him to life. But 
I give him more credit. Beſides, Voltaire ob- 
ſerves that the courage of a dying man is in pro- 
portion to the number of thoſe who. are preſent 


N.) diſcovered that les Anglois ſurpaſſent toutes les 


nations a mourir. Let me ſurpaſs all mankind in 
happineſs, by poſſeſſing my Ninon for lite, and 


I. care not how. I die. 
Some little circumſtances ſtruck me this morn- 
ing, which, however. you may refuſe to forgive 


me for ſo ſpending. my morning, I am ſure you\ 


would. not forgive me were I to omit.— Before 
| th 


and St. Evremond (the friend of the French 


F 


„ 


the melancholy proceſſion arrived, a ſow was 
driven into the ſpace left for the fad ceremony, 
nor could the idea of the approaching ſcene, 


| which had brought the ſpectators together, pre- 


vent too many from laughing, and ſhouting, and 
enjoying the poor animal's diftreſs, as if they 
had only come to Tyburn to ſee a ſow baited, 
After the arrival of the proceſſion, the prepa- 
ration of the unhappy victim mixed ſomething 


| diſagreeably ludicrous with the ſolemnity. The 


tendereft conld not but feel it, though they 
might be ſorry that they did feel it. The poor 
man's wig was to be taken off, and the night-cap 
brought for the purpoſe was too little, and could 
not be pulled on without force. Valets de cham- 
bre are the greateſt enemies to heroes. Every 
guinea in my pocket would 1 have given, that 
he had not worn a wig, or that ee one) 
che cap had been bier. 8 
At laft arrived the moment of death. The 
driving away of the cart was accompanied with 


a noiſe which beſt explained the feelings of the 


ſpectators for the ſufferer. Did you never ob- 
ſerve, at the ſight or the relation of any thing 
ſhocking, that you cloſed your teeth hard, and 
drew 1 in your breath hard nog them, ſo as to 


mals 


4 
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make a ſort of hiſſing ſound? This was done ſo 
univerſally at the fat moment, that J am per- 
ſuaded the noiſe might have been heard at a 
conſiderable ee For my own part, I de- 
tected myſelf, in a certain manner, accompany- 
ing his body with the motion of my own; as 
you have ſeen people wreathing and twiſting and 
biaſing themſelves, after a bowl which they 
have juſt delivered. 
Not all the reſuſcitating powers of Mr. Howe | 
can, I fear, have any effect; it was ſo long be- | 
fore the mob would ſuffer the hearſe to drive 
away with his body.— 
Thus ended the life of Dr. | Dodd. 1 
ſhocking, that a man with whom J have eaten 
and drunk, ſhould leave the world in ſuch a 
manner! A manner which, from familiarity, has 
almoſt ceaſed to ſhock us, except when our at- 
tention is called to a Perreau or a Dodd. How 
many men, how many women, how many young 
and, as they fancy, tender females, with all their 
ſenſibilities about them, hear the ſounds, by which 0 
at this moment, I am diſturbed, with as much Iv 
indifference as they hear muffins and matches ſ 
cried along the ſtreets ! The laſt dying ſpeech and N 
confeſſion, birth, parentage and education F amili- If 
arity has even annexed a kind of humour to the . 
* cry. 
1 


Li) 
ery: We forget that it always announces the 
death (and what a death !) of one fellow being; Z 


ſometimes of half a dozen, or even more. 
A lady talks with greater concern of cattle-day 


| than of hanging-day. And her maid contem- 
| plates the mournful engraving at the top of a 


dying ſpeech, with more indifference than ſhe re- 
gards the honeſt tar hugging his ſweetheart at the 


top of c Blackeyed Suſan.” All that ſtrikes us 
is the ridiculous tone in which the halfpenny bal- 


lad-finger chants the requiem. We little recol- 
lect that, while we are ſimiling at the voice of the 
charmer, wives or huſbands (charm ſhe never ſo 
wiſely) children, parents or friends, perhaps all 

theſe and more than theſe, as pure from crimes 
as we, and purer ſtill perhaps, are weeping over 
the crime and puniſhment of the darling and 


| ſupport of their lives. Still leſs do we at this 


moment (for the printer always gets the ſtart of 
the hangman, and many a man has bought hi 

own dying-ſpeech on his return to er 
virtue of a reprieve) — ſtill lefs do we aſk our- 


ſelves, whether the wretch, who, at the moment 
| we hear this (which ought to ſtrike us as an) aw- 
ful ſound, finds the halter of death about his 


neck, and now takes the longing farewel, and 


| now hears the horſes whipped and encouraged to 


draw 
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draw from under him for ever, the cart which 
he now, now, now tcels deparr from his linger. 
ing feet whether this wretch really deſerved 
to die more than we. Alas! were no ſpeCtator, 
to attend executions but thoſe who deſerve to 
live, Tyburn would be honoured with much 
thinner congregations. 


Well -I have made an uncomfortable ſort of: 
meal on tea, and now I will continue my conver 
ſation with you. Converſaliun — a plague on 
words, they will bring along with them ideas! 
This is all the converſation we muſt have toge- 
ther for ſome days. Have I deſerved the. miſery 
of being abſent from my M.? To bring proofs 
of my love, would be to bring proofs of my ex- 
iſtence. They muſt end together. Oh M. does 
the chaſte reſolution which I have ſo religiouſy 
obſerved ever ſince I offered you marriage deſerve 
no ſmiles from Fortune? Is then my evil genius 
never to relent? Had I not determined to deſerve 
that. ſucceſs which. it is not for mortals to com- 
mand, I ſhould never have ſtruggled with my 
paſſions as 1 did the firſt time we met after your 
recovery. What a ſtruggle! The time of year, 
the time of day, the ſituation, the danger from 
which 


* ? d 
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I which you were hardly recovered, the number of 


months ſince we had met, the languor of your 
mind and body, the bed, the every thing—Ye 
cold-blooded, white-livered ſons and daughters 
of chaſtity, have ye no praiſes to beſtow on 
ſuch a forbearance as that? Yet, when your 


| ſtrength failed you, and grief and tenderneſs diſ- 


ſolved you in my arms; when you reclined your 
cheek upon my ſhoulder, and your warm tears 
dropt into my boſom ; then ——who could re- 
frain ?—then —— „ 

What chen, ye clay- cold hyper- criticks: in mo- 
rality? 


Then —even they—* I took bot one kifs, and 


I tore myſelf away.“ 


Oh that I could take only one bal at this 
moment 

' Your laſt ſays the ſun will ſhine. Alas, I ſee 
no ſigns of it, Our proſpetts ſeem ſhut up, for 
ever. 

With regard to the W will talk of it. 
My objections are not becauſe I doubt your ſuc- 
ceſs. J hey are of a different kind—the objec- 
tions of love and delicacy. Be not uneaſy about 
my ſelling out. The ſtep was not ſo imprudent. 


What think you of orders? More than once you 


know you have told me I have too much religion 
| * 1 


8 
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io a ſoldier. Will you condeſcend-to be a po | 
parſon s wife? | w_ 
But I ſhall write till 1 at this rate. . 

| | W 
LETTER XLV. fat 
To the Sams IT np” 
. | wi 
7 July, 77. EX: 


Since laſt night 1 have changed my mind Tt 
totally 1 it. I charge you not to ſee Mrs 

| Yates this morning. Write her word your 
mind is changed. Never, will I conſent to be 
il ſupported by your labours. Never, never ſhall 
| your face, your perſon, your accompliſhments 
be expoſed for ſo much an hour. By the living 
God I will not forgive you if you do not give up 
all 2 of any ſuch thing. - 


LETTER XLVI. 


To the $i os - 


3: +1 „ 2 Croydan,, . 
41 | 5 A „„ e Sept. 177 


That you have taken to drawing gives me 
particular pleaſure. Depend upon. it you will 
Il find it ſuit your g genius, But, in truth, your ge- 
| - nav; 


0 Errr ) 
ius ſeizes every thing. While your old friend 
is eating his corn, I fit down to tell you this; 
which I would not ſay to your face, leſt you 
ſhould call ie flattery. Though you well know: 
fattery is a thing in which we never deal. My 
opinion of the great man's ſtile of. painting, 
who condeſcends to improve you in drawing, is: 
exactly your's. Poſterity will agree with us. 
d- The ſubjects you recommended to his pencil are 
rs ſuch as I ſhould have expected from my M.'s fan- 
ou cy. While I: walked my horſe hither this morn- 
being, two or three ſubjects of different ſorts, oc- 
hall curred to me. All of them would not ſuit his 
entz! ſtile. But I know one or two of them would not. 
ing diſpleaſe you, if well executed. Some of them 
vp I will ſend you. 
Louis xiv, when a boy, viewing the battle of 
St.. Anthony from the top of Charonne. In. 
1650, I think, CS 
Richard Cromwel, when the Prices ae Conti, 
Conde's brother, told him. in. converſation; at 
Montpelier, without knowing him, that Oliver 
_ was a great man, but that Oliver's ſon was a mit- 
creant for not knowing | ou to. Os by 10 fa 
ther's crimes... 
Milton, when. the idea fr Wai him of 
changing his myſtery into an epic poem. 
0 * Demoſthenes 


ate, 
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Demoſthenes declaiming in a ſtorm. 
William the Conqueror, and his rebellious ſon 
Robert, diſcovering each other in a battle; after 
they had encountered hand to hand for ſome time. 
Charles XII. tearing the Vizir's robe with his 
ſpur. And again, after lying in bed ten months 
"ik Demotica. 
cc — Though my mother could na ſpeak, 
«© She look'd in my face till my heart was like to break. 
The Abra of Prior's Solomon, 
„When ſhe, with modeſt ſcorn, the wreath return'd, 
986 Reclin'd her beauteous neck, and inward mourn'd.“ 


Our Elizabeth, when the gave her Eſſex a box 
on the ear, 


Chatterton's Sir Charles Ba din, parting from 
his wife—— 


Then tir'd out with raving loud, 
« She fell upon the floor; 

„Sir Charles exerted all his might, 
* And march'd from out the door.“ 


The Conference of Auguſtus, Anthony and 
Lepidus (you are deep in Goldſmith, I know). 
Do you remember the ſcene ? Equally ſuſpicious 
of treachery, they agreed to meet on a little 
iſland near Mutina. Lepidus firſt paſt over. 
Finding every thing fafe, he made the ſignal. — 
Behold them, yonder, ſeated on the ground, 0 
0 | the 
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the higheſt part of a deſolate iſland, . unattended, 


fearful of 'one another, -marking out cities and 
nations, dividing the whole world between them; 
and mutually refigning to deſtruction, agreeably 
to liſts which each preſented, their deareſt friends 
and neareſt relations. Salvator Roſa would 


not make me quarrel with him for doing the 
back ground. Your. friend, if any denne 


could execute the figures. 


Let me ſuggeſt one more 8 =. . 


mouth's decapitation, in the time of James ii. 
Hiſtory ſpeaks well of his face and perſon... The 


circumſtances of his death are theſe, —He deſired 
the executioner to diſpatch him with more Kill 
than he, had diſpatched Ruſſel. This: only 
added to the poor fellow's confuſion, | Who 
ſtruck an ineffectual blow. Monmouth raiſed 
his face from the block, and with . a look 
(which I cannot deſcribe, but the painter 
muſt give) reproached his failure. By the turn 
of the head, the effe& of rhe. blow. might be. 
| dconcealed, and left to fancy; who, might col- 
lect it from the faces of the neareſt ſpectators. 
The remainder of the ſcene is too ſhocking for 
the eye, almoſt for the ear.—But, I know not 
how, whenever I am away from you, nothing is 
too Rocking for me. Monmouth again laid 
on down. 
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down his head. The executioner ſtruck again 
and again, to as little purpoſe; and, at laſt, 
threw down the axe. The ſheriff obliged the 
man, whoſe feelings all muſt pity and reſpect, to 
renew his attempt. Two ſtrokes more ruſhed 
mw butchery. 

Were it poſſible to tear off this laſt ſubje& 
without deſtroying half my letter, I really would, 
It will make you ſhudder too much. But, you 

ſee, it is not poſſible; and you prefer ſuch a letter 
as this, I know, to none. The paper only af- 
fords' me room to ſay my horſe is ready. Every 
ſtep he carfies me from you, will be a ſtep from 
| happineſs. My imagination would buſy her- 
felf juſt now, about the manner in which 1 
ſhould behave, if 1 were to die as ignominiouſly 


"= Monmouth. But, as I feel no inclination for 


| rebellion, Finey threw away her pains. 


| 4 E T I: E R XLVII. 
. 
Tabs To | the 8 A M E. 


ä 5 | 5 February, 1778. 
Ohl my deareſt M. what I have gone through 
ſince I wrote to you laſt night it is impoſſible for 
me to deſcribe. Thank God, you were not in 
town] Suffice it that my honour and life are both 
ag 


T ) 
in as you wiſh them. Now, mine of laſt night is 
tt, more intelligible. How ſtrange, that the ki ndeſt 
e letter almoſt you ever wrote me, ſhould come to 
to me preciſely at the time I was obliged to make 
d IF up my mind to quit the world, or, what is more, 
much more; to quit you! Yet, ſo it was. 


t The ſtory my letter mentioned, of a friend 
. who had received ſuch an affront as no human 
u W being could away with, was my own. Your 
feelings agreed with me, I am ſure. Duelling is 


not what I defend. In general, almoſt always, 
it may be avoided. But caſes may be put, in 
! which it can be avoided only by worſe than death, 
by everlaſting diſgrace and infamy. Had I fal- 
| len; I know where my laſt thoughts would have 
lingered; and you and your children would have 
had fome tokens of my regard. Be aſſured the 
matter is for ever at an end, and at an end as 
properly as even you can wiſh, How happy ſhall 
we be, in 79, or 80 (for before that time we ſhall 
ſurely be bleſt with each other !), to have thoſe 
friends about us who were privy to this day; and 


to talk over the poſſibility of it! 
| H. in all thy future life ſacred be every fifch 
of February! 


My mind is too much agitated to write any 
more this evening. To-morrow I will be more 
parti- 
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particular. My laſt I am ſure. could not alarm 
you; though, had any thing happened, it would 
have prepared you. Don't. be alarmed by this, 
Upon my honour! (with which you know I never 
preface a falſity) I am not hurt; nor, as it ſince 
turns out, 1s the other gentleman—at. leaſt, not 
materially. 

One trifling circumſtance muſt mention. As 
I was determined either to kill or to be killed 
| (unleſs ſufficient apologies ſhould be made), —he 
only proper, and leaſt pernicious,” idea of duelling, —| 
did not ſee why I ſhould not recruit my ſtrength 
as much as poſſible. So, about three o'clock, | 
took ſome cold ſaddle of mutton and brandy 
and water at my friend's. After which I went 
home to ſeal up ſome things for you, where my 
friend was to call for me: When I ſaw him 
coming to my door between 4 and 5, I had 
Juſt wrung the affectionate hand of the man 1 
moſt value, and committed to his care you and 


your dear little girl, and my dear ſiſter, &c. &c. 


Love, honour, revenge, and all my various feel- 
ings would, in ſpite of myſelf, parch my tongue. 
As I took my hat out of my dreſſing- room, I fill- 
ed a wine-glaſs of water, and drank half of it, 


to moiſten my mouth. When I ſaw that glaſs 
again, about an hour ago, on returning to that 
| 5 home, 


EW i 
home, which I never again thought to ſee, in- 


| order to write to her of whom I thought I had 


taken my laſt leave in this world—when I took 


that glaſs again in my hand, recollected my 
feelings on ſetting it down, and emptied the re- 
mainder of its contents, a libation of gratitude 


to the ſuperintending Providence of Heaven 


Oh M. no pen, not even your 8, can Paint my. 


feelings | 


Only . all our future life, each 
fifth of F ebruary be ever ſacred | 


To the SAME. 


_—_—_—_ cet, 
2 March, G 


Your going out of town ſo ſuddenly has not 
ſerved to mend my ſpirits. But I will be as mer- 
ry as I can, Were I to be very miſerable after 
my late miraculous adventure, I ſhould be guilty 
of /ullenneſs againſt Providence. The minute 
account I gave you of it laſt week, was, I aſſure 
you, dictated to my pen by my feelings, before 
Hep had forgotten the affecting circumſtances; 

Your 


("ALS 3 
Your obſervations are truly juſt and ſtriking g. 
Unpardonable as the affront which I had received 
appears to mortal eyes, I ſhould not readily, I 
fear, have found an anſwer to the queſtion of the 
enquiring angel, on entering the world of ſpirits, 
« What brings you hither ? 

Did I tell you o Saturday the particulars of 
the poor fellow who ſuffered this day ſe” nnight 
for murdering Mrs. Knightly? They are fingular, 
He was an Italian, I underſtand. Such a thing 
13 not credible, but of an Italian. 

Mrs. Knightly's account was that on the 18th 
of January Ceppi came into her room, ſhe being 

in bed, locked the door, ſat himſelf in a chair; 
and told her he was come to do her buſineſs. She, 
not underſtanding this, aſked him to let her get 
out of bed ; which he did. He then took from 
his pocket two piſtols. She went towards the 
door in order to get out; but he ſet his back 
againſt it. She, to appeaſe him, told him he 
might ſtay breakfaſt. He anſwered he would 
have none, but would give her a good one. She 
then called ont to alarm the houſe, ran towards 
the bed, and ſaid, © pray, don't ſhoot me!” and 
drew up cloſe to the curtains. He followed, and 
_ diſcharged the piſtol; after which he threw him- 
ſelf acroſs the bed, and red the other piſtol. at 


himſelf, 


{ 119 } 
himſelf, which did not take effect. During this, 


a waſherwoman ran up ſtairs, and with a poker 
broke the bottom pannel of the door, through 
which Mrs. Knightly was drawn half-naked, and 
Ceppi, following, ran down ſtairs; but was pur- 
ſued and taken. In his defence, he ſaid, he had 
propoſed honourable terms of marriage to her, 
but that ſhe had refuſed and deſerted him; that 
he was overcome with grief and love, and that 
his deſign was not to hurt her, but to ſhoot him- 
ſelt in her preſence. | 
It appears, I am afraid, from all the circum- 
ſtances, thar, whatever his deſpair meant with 
regard to his own life, he certainly was deter- 
80 to take away her's. How unaccountably 
muſt Nature have mixed him up! Beſides the 
criminality and brutality of the buſineſs, the folly 


of it ſtrikes ne. What becauſe the perſon, on 


whom I have fixed my affections, has robbed 
me of happineſs by withdrawing her's, ſhall 


Tlet her add to the injury, by depriving me of 


exiſtence alſo.in this world, and of every thing in 
the next? In my opinion, to run the chance of 
being murdered by the new object of her affec- 
tions, or of murdering him, is as little recon- 


cilable to common ſenſe as to common religion. 


How much leſs ſo to commit complicated mur- 
der, 
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der, which muſt cut off all hopes in al 
>. ca | 

Yet, could I believe (which I own 1 cannot, 
from the evidence in this caſe), that the idea of 
deſtroying her never ſtruck him till his finger was 
at the trigger ——that his only intention was to 
lay the breathleſs body of an injured lover at her | 
feet Had this been the fact, however I might 
have condemned the deed, I certainly ſhould haye 
wept over the momentary phrenzy which com- 
mitted it. But, as nothing appears to have paſt 
which could at all make him change his plan, l 
J muſt (impoſſible as it ſeems) ſuppoſe him to 
have deliberately formed ſo diabolical a plan— 
and muſt rejoice that he was not of the ſame 
country, while I lament that he was of the ſame 
order of beings, with myſelf. 


, — . þ 
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| If the favour I mentioned to you o Saturday 
be at all out of courſe, pray don't aſk it. Yet the 
_ worthy veteran I want to ſerve has now and then 
ſeen things happen not altogether ix courſe, 
When he called this morning to learn how I had 
ſucceeded, I obſerved to him, while we were 
talking, that he had got bald. Yes,” ſaid he, 
" ſhaking his grey hairs, © it will happen ſo by peo- 
4 ple's continually ſtepping over one $ head,” 
He 
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le little ſuſ pected the channel of my worked 
tion, but he aſked me this morning, whether ol. 
if he could ſcrape it together, properly flid into 
Miſs — Is hand, might not forward his views. - 
My anſwer was, that 1 had no acquaintance with 
the lady, but 1 knew for certain that ſhe had never 
in her life ſoiled her: fingers with the ſmalleſt Preſent 
of this fort. 

Happy, bleft, to know you, to love your and be 
loved by you! 1 | 


LETTER XII. 
To the S 


Ffockert 


7 1775. 
Here did I fit, more than two years ago, in 
this very room, perhaps in this very chair, thank- 
ing you for bliſs, for paradiſe ; all claim» to which 


J ſoon after voluntarily. reſigned, becauſe 1 hoped 


they would ſoon be mine by elaims more juſt, if 
poſſible, than thoſe of love. Two years how. 
have I borne exiſtence all the while ! But delicacy, 


and reſpect for you, enjoined forbearance. And 


hope led me on from day to day, deceiving time 
, with diſtant proſpects which I thought at hand. 
When will the tedious Journey end? When will 

M my 


. — —L— — — 


my weary feet find reſt ? When ſhall I -feep 
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away my fatigues on the down: ſoft pillow of the 


boſom of love ? Should hope continue to deceive 
me, you never ſhall make, me bappy, till you 
make me your huſbaud. Yet, as we fate upon the 
graſs, under the trees near the water, yeſterday, 
guſt before you returned me my ſick, becauſe you 


thought the gentleman coming along the path by 


the mill was a certain perſon yet, had 1, then 


looſened another button or two of my favourite 


habit, which was already opened by the heat; had I 


then (you remember, my Laura, the converſation 


and the ſcene) forgotten my reſdlution, forgotten 
every thing, and rioted in all your glowing 


charms, which only love like mine could with- 
ſtand who is he who would dare to blame me ? 
Who would dare to ſay I had done what he would 
mot have done: But the ſcene muſt be ſhifted, 
ally Harris, you know, arrived only at the 
dignity of Pomona at Hockerill. Had my M. 
her due, mankind at large would admit her 


double claim -to the titles of Minerva and of 
| Venus. LEP 


To fleep bere 1s impoſible. As. w ell expect 
the miſer to ſleep in the place where he once hung 


in raptures over a hidden treaſure which is now 


Joſt.' This letter J have an opportunity to ſend to 


our old friend, for you, without taking it to town. 


vr "7p Let 


O09 7 
Zet me fill up the remainder of my paper with an 
almoſt incredible anecdote learned from a gentle— 
man who joined me on the road this morning, 
and- travelled fome miles with me. It happened 
laſt week, I think. Peter Ceppi you remember. 
Surely that Providence which prevents the propa- 
gation» of monſters, does not ſuffer ſuch . 
examples as theſe to propagate. 
One Empſon, a footman to Dr. Bell, having) i in 


vain courted: for ſome time a ſervant. belonging | 


to Lord Spencer, at laſt cauſed the . bans to be 
put up in church, without her eonſent; which fe: 
forbad. Being thus diſappointed, he meditate" 
revenge; and having got a perſon to write a letter 
to her, appointing a meeting, he contrived to way=- 
lay her, and ſurpriſe her in Lord Spencer's park. 
On her ſcreaming, he ' diſcharged a piſtol. at her, 
and made his eſcape. The * e its bot: 
not mortally. 911 % in inte: e tf 
Oh love, love, canſt thaw: not bet content to 
make fools of thy ſlaves, to make them miſerable; 
to make them what thou ance Muſt thou. 
allo goad them on to crimes ! muſt thou — 
them 1 into devils, hell- hounds 1 Lil 
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To the Sa Mx. 


— ſtreet, 
| 28 Jan. 1779. 
The ſhort note I wrote to you laſt night, imme- 


| diately on my reaching town, you received, I 
hope. But why no anſwer to it? Why do you 
not ſay when we ſhall meet? J have ten thouſand 
things to tell you. My ſituation in Norfolk is 

lovely. Exactly what you like. The parſonage - 
houſe may be made very comfortable at a trifling 

etpence, How happily ſhall we ſpend our time 
there! How glad am I that I have taken orders, 
and what obligations have I to my dear B. to 
Mr. H. and Dr. V.! Now, my happinefs can be 
deferred no longer. My character and profeſſion 
are, now, additional weights in the ſcale. Oh 

then, conſent to marry me directly. The day I: 
lea ee the - I day \ 
my exiſtence. t 

Thanks, a thouſand thanks for your tender and 
affectionate letters white I was in Norfolk, Be 

aſſured G. could mean nothing by what ſhe faid. 

She is our firm friend, I am perſuaded. About 
an hour ago, I called there; but ſhe was out. 
Preſently I ſhall go again with this, 1 in the * of 
kann Ne g about you. 


N. Oh 


( 2g) 


Oh M.! every day I live I do but diſcaver 
more and more how W it is for me to lis 
without you. 

Don't forget the 5th of next month, Went | 
Py that Sn day Es HTS 


* 


r 5 5 


To. the Sane. #127 7 8 
f { | nts ew. 
7 Feb. 179. 


While Hive I will never WE your bebaviour- 
yeſterday. Were I to live an hundred years, . 
could never thank oa e * youe: wild 
be dane 

The taſk. you —. ſet- meabant Chatterton, is 
only a further proof of your regard for me. Vo 


know the warmth, of my paſſiens.; and you Think, 


if I do not employ myſelf, they may flame out 
and conſume me. Well then, I win ſpend + 
morning or two in. arranging what I have col 


lected reſpecting the author of Rowley? $: ,poems; - 
Every ſyllable.you will read I aflure . you. Ahal. be: | 


authentic. 

Did you ſtart at „The author of Rowley's 8 po- 
ems.?” My mind does not. now. harbour: a doube 
that Chatterton wrote the Whole, whatever F 


thought - When we read them W at oF 
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Tie intefnal evidence of the matter man 
St puzzle you, but you. ſhall tell me whether 
you don't think it eaſier for Chatterton to have imi- 
tated the ſtyle of Rowley's age (which he has not 
done exactly, if you believe thoſe who think as I 
think), than for Rowley to write in a ſtyle Which 
did not exiſt till ſo many ages after his time. 
To ſuppoſe him to "have found half, and to have 
added to them or to conſider him as a cat's paw 
in the balmeſs to ſome cotemporary Rowley, in 
order to Extricate a fictitious Rowley from obli- 
Jin, would in tiny Bumble opinion be nonſenſe. 
For Uy own. part, though he might find! ſome 
dd NSS. 1 Watt believe he found a ſyllable 
Which he has attributed to Rowley, Who wilt 


| thgage to prove, from interüdl evidehce, the ahti- 


Gi find" Certzlnly folgedied to bim the iden of 
1 to have bound more; but how ſhall 
ve perfuatle credulity ta believe that all Rowley's | 
poetns ' wete copied from 61d MSS. When the 
el MSS. Probe in confirmation of the 
fry ure indifputabiy proved to be modern? 


Is any one fool enough to believe C. was only the 
Blind, ſubterrapeous channel, through - which 
bs the dings were to emerge to day, and float for 

is rer town the fiream of fame? This (without 
1 Wiang other bhjeRtions to fach a ridiculous 


belief} 


© tag F 


belief) were to ſuppoſe two people to defermines 
on the ſame ſtraygge conduct, and two people (the 
real and the foſter father) to keep with equal fide- 
lty the ſame ſtrange fecret. And would the foſter 
father have been as fond and careful of another's 
ſecret, as of the offspring of his own invention? 
It is not clear to me that C.'s life (if ſuch a a 
crap of exiſtence can be called a life) does not 
exhibit cireumſtances ſtill more extraordinary, if 
poſſible, than his being the author ob: Rowiey's 
poems. But I poffeſs not the abilities which 
Johnſon diſplayed in his famous Life of Savage 2 
nor is this a formal life of Chatterton; though 
ſuch a thing might well employ even the pen of 
Johnſon: This is only an idle; letter to my dear 
M. — Oh, my M. you, who contributed fo: libe- 
rally, laſt year, to extricate from diſtreſs. the abi 


ties of a $ win wn os not. 2 3 
for a Chatterton! | 


Thomas 8 deftd't. to 1 at 3 
if not to impoſe upon, the ableſt cricics and anti- 
' quarians which the moſt poliſhed age of England: 
has produced, was born at Btiſtol,, November the 
2oth 1552; His Father had. been maſter of the 
_ fhee-ſchook in Pile- ſtreet int that city, and © was. 


ſetton of St. Mary Kedeliffe church. Hiſtory | - 


condeſcends not 20 refare-any' thing more of ſucli 
au ignoble family, chan that they had been ſexs 
: os , , ; tons 
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tons of the ſame church for near a __ and 
a half” © +5 1:5, 2 N 


It ſeems to have been Aae by ede 


thin this poor lad, I ought- rather to ſay this ex- 


traordinary human being, ſhould: have no obli- 
gation but to genius and to himſelf. His Father, 


as he was a ſchool-maſter, and. is reported to have 
been a tolerable poet for a ſexton, might perhaps 
have given his ſon a free ſehool education, had 
he lived to ſee him old enough for inſtruction. 
The fexton died very ſoon after, if not before, 


the birth of his ſon; who indiſputably received 


no other education. than what he picked up at a 


charity fohool- at a] place called St. Auguſtines 
Back in Briſtol. Reading, writing and accounts, 

compoſed the whole circle of ſciences [which 
were taught at this NO wt our. Bristol 


Shakeſpear. 


On the 1ſt of Joly, 75 he Was . dork 
to an attorney of Briſtol, whom 1 have not been 


able to find out. From him, I underſtand, has 


been procured a ſtrange, mad. "OOH of Chatter- 
ton, which he called his will. 


When the new bridge at Bristol Was finiſhed, 5 
there appeared, in Farly's' Briſtol Journal, an 
account of the ceremonies on opening the old 


bridge (the pieee is prefixed to the volume of Chat: 


_—_ Miſcellanies), preceded by theſe: words: 


wel To 


e )3 


— To the Printer, October 1, 1768. The ole 


6 lowing, deſcription of the fryars firſt paſſing 
« Over the old bridge, taken from an old MS. 
« may not at this time be.unacceptable to the ge- 


« nerality of your readers. Vour's, Dunheimus 


Briſtolienſis. Curioſity at laſt traced the in- 
ſertion of this curious memoir to Chatterton. To 
the threats of thoſe who treated him (agreea« 


bly to his age and appearance) as a child, he re- 


turned nothing but haughtineſs and a refuſal to 
give any account. To milder uſage and many 


promiſes the boy, aſter ſome time, confeſſed that; 


he had reteived that and other - MISS. from his- 


father, which he had found, in an iron cheſt 
placed by William Canuynge (the founden of the: 


church of which C. 's family kad ſo long been 


ſextons) in a muniment room over the northern 
portico of St. Mary Redcliffe. Marton (im Kis 
hiſtory of .Engliſtv: poetry) Hhys when thid ap- 
peared he was about ſeventeen”: Pays are mores 
material in C's life than years in the ven of 
others. He wanted, you 'fee, ſomerhing ß 

ſueteen. One fact is curidusz that, though it was! 


wt poſfible for him to have picked up Latin at a 


charity- ſchool were Latin was not taught, his hore! 
to the printer has, for no apparent reaſon, 4 Latin 


ſignature, Dunhelmus Briſtolienſis. Fhis Latin cer! 


B waar Was not Rœley's. * muſt have been C. 3. 
The 
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The memoir procured C. the acquaintance of ſome 


= K.. 85 * Rs 2 . 
gentlemen of Briſtol, wha,'- becauſe they eonde- 
ſoended to receive from him the compoſitions 


which he brought them, without giving him much, 


if any thing, in return, fondly imagined them- 


ſelves the patrons of genius. Mr. .Catcott and 


Mr. Barrett, a pewterer and a ſurgeon, of his. 


obligations to whom you will ſee him ſpeak in his 
letters, were his principal, if not his only patrons. 
To theſe gentlemen. he produced, between Octo- 
ber 1768, and April 3770, (beſides many things 


which he confeſſed to be his awn; and: many 


which, in the interval, appeared in the Pow and: 


Country Magazine), all Rœwley's poems; except: 
the“ ballad of Charitie?“ Of theſe only two, 


I think, and (thoſe the ſhorteſt, he pretended to- 


be: the original MSS. The raſt were tran-- 
ſeizpts; in hisown hand z off ſomel if. which he ae- 
knowledged- himſelf the author, Concerning 
theſe curioſities no diſtinct or: ſatisfactory ac- 
count, by friend or enemy, by threat or promiſe, 


could: ever, be drawn from him. For theſe curio- 


{mes how much he received from his Briſtol pa- 
trons does not appear His patrons do not 
boaſt of their generoſity to him. They (Catcott 
at leaſt} received: no inconſiderable ſum for Row- 


ley's poems; nor has the ſale of them turned out 


badly. In conſequence ofthe; money got by po- 


5 ems. 


tel 


Alt 
th 
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ems. which: Chatterton certainly brought to light, 
which [| firmly believe C. to have Vritten, his 
mother acknowledges to have received the im- 
menſe ſum of five gumeas, by the hands of Mr. 
Catcott; and Mr. Barrett, without fee or reward, 
cured che whitlowed finger of che ſiſtor. Talk no 
more of the neglect of genius in any age or coun- 
try, when, in this age and country, Rowley's po- 
ems have produced ſuch fortunes to the author 
and his family. Should I ever appear in print on 
this ſubject, I would publickly., call-upon the gen- 
'tlemen concerned in this e to ſtate their 
accounts. 


5 * 
** 3 


- - 2 4 


the fair e of els” able 
treaſures ? Let us know what the editors of Row- 


ley's poems. gave and received for them, and 
what the ſale of them has produced. Is the ſon 


to be conyerted into (I believe, no. ipconfidera- 
| ble ſums of) money? And is the mother s and ſil 
ter's ſhare to be five guineas? 15 8 


Either n mean, envy of C.'s extraordinary genius, 


almoſt every perſon, who talks or writes about 
this boy 5 co. tell you of bis ſhocking profligacy 
23 | and 


* 


to be declared guilty « of forgery ? Are his forgeries 


or manly abhorrence of his deteſtable death, leads 


—— — — — _ EIS 
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and bis total want of principle. One Peverend 
antiquarian of Cambridge has gone fo far as to 
"tell thoſe of whom he has made enquiries con- 


i cerning him, that his death was of little con. 


ſequence, ſince he could 'no6t long have eſcaped 
hanging. C. never did any thing) which -merite 
hanging, half fo much as it is merited by that 
Doctor of the charitable religion of Chriff, who 
can dare to advance ſuch an uncharitable afler- 
tion without a ſhadow of  probadilit ty. Who 
| knows but this venerable ſeer, in his next viſion, 
may "chooſe to diſcover that I ſhall live to” be 
Hanged,; may fee your H. gibbeted in perſpec- 
tive; becauſe my indignation reſeues ſuch a villain 
as poor, Chatterton from his monkiſh bigotry? 
When C. Jeft this world in Auguſt 1770, he 
wanted as many months as intervene between 
Auguſt and November to compleat his eighteenth 
Vear. Ik into fo ſmall a ſpace he had cpntrived 
to croud much profligacy and much want of prin- 
eiple, ſome perhaps may be aſcribed to his youth, 
and ſome to want of friends. Johnſon, I re 
"member, defends even the life of Savage, which 
differed from Chatterton' 8 in more circumſtan- 
ces than its length, by ſome ſuch obſervation 23 
this; that the ſons of affluence are improper 
Judges of his conduct, and that few wife men wil 


venture to affirm they ſhould: have lived better 
uy 
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| than Savage in Savage's ſituation, Do proflizate 
and unprincipled, ſome of: the tendereſt epithets 
vouchſafed poor Chatterton, mean diſhoneſt or 
a uodutiful, an unkind brother or an unfeeling 
5 child? The dulleſt enemies of his genius can 
1 produce no proofs of any ſuch crime. Some pa- 
it 
0 
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pers 1 ſhall, fend you will, contain the fulleſt proof 
of the negative. Do they mean that, being a 
young man, he was addicted to women ; that, be- 
ing a youth of ſuch an imagination, he was ad- 


— —— — 
*. 


x 
11 
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i 
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i dicted to women like all youths of irong 1 imagi- 
; nations? Do the epithets mean that he exhibited 
8 thoſe damnable Proofs. of his crimes which Bou- 


gainville exported into the country of Omiah ? 
The proofs (if there were any, which his bed- 
1 fellow at his firſt lodging in town denies) only 
| ſhow he was unlucky. T he crimes muſt 'be ad- 
n mitted; ' Do they mean that, writing to procure 
* bread for himſelf, his mother and his ſiſter, he 
| wrote on any ſide and on any ſubje& which would 
afford bread? The crime muſt perhaps be admitted. 
Ver, let not older men, who may poſſibly them- 
00 ſelves, in this ſenſe of the words, be a little un- 
| principled, a little profligate, head the advanced 
guard of veterans who are to attack this infant 
Hercules in his cradle. And let it be remem- 
Fo bered that, in the “ Memoirs of a Sad Dog,“ 
wm $ * Harry Wildfire, inſerted in the Town and 
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Country Magazine, where Chatterton evidently 
ſate to his own pencil for two or three features 
there 1 is this paſſage— 


«AST Lnow the art of Cur/; Vn pretty well, I make a toler- 
able hand of it. But, Mr. Printer, the late proſecution 
againſt the bookſellers having frightened them all out of 


their patriotiſm, I am neceſſitated either to write for the en. 
tertainment of the public, or in defence of the miniſtry, 


As I have ſome little remains of conſcience, the latter is not 
very agreeable. Political writing of either ſide is of little 


'/ 
ſervice to the entertainment or inſtruction of the reader, 


Abuſe and ſcurrility are generally the chief figures in the 


language of party. I am not of the opinion of thoſe au- 
thors who, deem. every. man in Place a raſcal, and "ey man 


out of ys a ; aa] 


x the preface to Chatterton' 8 Mikellanies.. we 
are even aſſured that “ his profligacy was at /caft 
2 conſpiguons. as his abilities.“ p. 18; In- 


deed K Then do I believe he was the moſt pro- 


fligate mortal of his age (I had almoſt ſaid, of 


any age) that ever ex ſted. The almirable Ch. ich- 
on (Adventurer, N. 81) bears no. compariſon 
with C. either as to the forwardneſs -or:the great- 


neſs of his. abilities; {till leſs in point oiglucas 
tion, for he ſtudied at St. Andrew's in Scotland 
till be. was above three years older than L was: at 
the dime of his det... % 
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The infinuations, thrown out by the editor of ; 
Chatterton's Miſcellanies, and even by Mr. 
Warton, againſt the elegant writer at Strawberry 
: Hill, . are certainly not founded. To impute 
; Chatterton's death, in 1770, -to the perſon who 
f in 1768 refuſed to believe that ſome of his com- 
| poſitions had been. written 300 years before, were 
to treat others ſtill more uncharitably, if it be 
| poſſible, than Chatterton has been treated. Mr. 
Walpole is by no means blameable for the life or 
the death of Chattertonꝰ. 


r vet even Mr. Walpole cannot help regretting that he was 
not better acquainted with Chatterton's «* fierce and un- 
©« tameable ſpirit, his conſciouſneſs of ſuperior abilities, his 
, inattention to worldly diſcretion, his ſcorn of owing ſub- 
4 ſiſtence or reputation to any thing but the ebullitions of 
« his own genius,” (© a letter to the editor of Chat- 
« terton's Miſcellanies,“ printed at Strawberry-hill, 1779) 
Even he cannot help lamenting that he did not contribute 
to xeſcue ſuch a ſpirit from itſelf, its worſt enemy.” Still, 
this writer, no leſs humane than elegant, joins the general 
cry againſt the morals of Chatterton. But were or were 
not all the crimes which can be proved againſt this poor boy 

Z any thing more than the univerſal foibles of youth ? To per. 

fiſt therefore to charge him with thoſe crimes, is it any thing f 
more than to accuſe him of his youth ?..And pure ſhould be 
that mough of age which ventures ſuch. an accuſation; for it. 
may be remembered (che editor proteſts he means not che moſt. 
OR application'in the preſent day) that when, .in the year 
3740, on the ſeamgn's bill, Mr. Horace Walpole, reflected 
1 5 N . 5 upon 


Has the reverend Mr. Thomas Warton any 
thing to urge againſt the vanity or the preſump- 


tion 'of this poor boy? He ſhould ſurely have re- 


membered 


upon the youth of Pitt, that great man replied, he would 
not undertake to determine whether youth might juſtly be 
imputed as a reproach ; but this he would affirm, that the 
wretch, wheſe age has only added obſtinacy to ſtupidity, is 
ſurely the object of either abhortence or contempt, and de- 
terves not that his grey hairs ſhould ſecure him from inſults : 
That much more is he to be abhorred, who, as he has ad- 
vanced in age, has receded from virtue, and becomes more 
wicked with leſs temptation,—Still, this patron of Offian 
and rejector ef Chatterton, does not heſitate to affirm, ra- 
fler harſ>l;, that © all of the houſe of forgery are rela- 
tions; and that, though it be juſt to Chatterton's me- 


©* mory to fay his poverty never made him claim kindred 


«« with the richeſt or moſt ' enriching branches, yet that his 
** ingenuity in counterfeiting ſtyles, and, he (W) believes 
(6 hands, might eaſily have led him to thoſe more facile 
“ jmitations of proſe, promiſory notes.” But ſurely it 
mould have been femembered that, in the preface to the 
firſt edition of the Cale of Otranto, not a boy's 
production, we are ſolemnly told it was found in the 
„ library of an ancient catholic family in the north of 
" England, and was printed at Nagles, in the black letter, 
“ in the year 1529 3” that we are told, in the preface to 


the ſecond edition, the honourable author flatters himſelf 


„ he ſhall appear exe»/eable for having offered his work to 
«« the world under the borrowed perſonage of a tranſlator.” 
—— He ſhould not ſo very uncharitably condemn the for- 


en, whoſe :reſpe&able n gave a ſanction to it, and 


"BS. | | might 


COP OF 


membered what the reverend Dr. Jofeph Watrton 
thought proper to tell the world of almoſt all his 
brother's RE and even of his own 8 Ode to 
& Fancy.“ | 

Let me now make you acquainted with the in- 
diſputable hiſtory of. this boy till he left Briſtol. 
As he ſays, in his © ſtory of Canynge,” 


In all his ſheepen gamþols and child's play, 
At every merry-making, fair or wake, 

I kenn a purpled light of wiſdom's ray; 

He ate down learning with the waſtle * 
As wiſe as any of the aldermen, 

He'd wit enough to make a mayor at ten. 


Beattie has hardly been able to invent a- more. 


ſtriking picture of his minſtrel, than is exhibited. 


of C. in a letter written by his ſiſter, laſt year, to 


a gentleman who deſired her to recollect every 


circumſtance concerning him, however trifling it 
might ſeem to her. The letter is lent to me, with 
many charges of care. Pray be careful of it. In, 
tranſcribing it, you wall naturally Preſerve the: 


might poſſibly Cuggelt the original idea of- * 8 when 05 
ridicules Mr. W. in the ſtory of Harry Wildfire, he 
calls him Baron Otranto: And, in the February before C. “s. 


deceit began, Mr. W. publiſhed « Hiſtoric doubts on ite. | 


life and reign of Richard iii.” which C. perhaps conſidered. 
as a bolder attempt than the creation of Rowley. The Editor. 


* Warton's “ Eſſay on the Writings and Si .of rope 


| Cooper, 1756. p. 33, 243, c. 
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falſe ſpellings and ſtops. Let C.'s ſiſter tell her 
own ſtory in her own way. Sir Horace Warpool, 
for Mr. H. Walpole, &c. ſtamps authenticity on 
her artleſs tale. The anxiety ſhown in this letter to 


prove he was a lover of truth from the earlieſt 


dawn of reaſon,” is owing to what theſe two 
poor women (the mother and ſiſter) have heard 
about deceit, impoſtor and fcrgery. .. For - Chat- 
terton's ſake, the Engliſh language ſhould add 
another word to its Dictionary; and ſhould not 
ſuffer the ſame term to fignify a crime for which 
a man ſuffers the moſt ignominious puniſhment, 


and the deception of aſcribing a falſe antiquity of 
two or three centuries to compoſitions for which 
the author's name: deſerves to live for ever. Suffer 
me to aſk what the prudery of our c:itics would 


have ſaid had the ſong to Alla, or the chorus to 


Godwin, been produced by Mr, Warton's nephew, 


or-by a relation of Mr. Walpole ? Should we then 


have been ſtunned in this manner with repetitions 


.of impoſtor and forgery ? The ſins of the forgery 
and the impollor would then have been boaſted 
by the child's moſt diſtant relations, unto the 
third and fourth h_ generations. Is lady A. L. ac- 
.cuſed of forgery for her Auld Robin Gray?“ 
Is Macpherſon's name mentioned in the ſame 
ſentence with this unfeeling word forgery, even 
by-thoſe who believe Macpherſon and Offian to 

be. 
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er be the ſame ? © When a rich man ſpeaketh, ſays 

„ dee ſon of Sirach (you ſee I have not taken orders 

nin vain), © every man holdeth his tongue: and 

0 lo! what he fays is extolled to the clouds: but, 

tif a poor man ſpeak, they ſay, What fellow is 
0 this?“ For the ſame reaſon the letter is careful 

d to mention the copy-book covers, which C. told 
— Catcott, &c. were, many of them, Rowley's 

d MSS. But you will recollect that, the father, by 

t whom theſe MSS. are ſaid to have been cut * 
1 for this purpoſe, was himſelf a bit of a poet, -* 

, A gentleman, who ſaw theſe two women la 
f year, declares he will not be ſure they might not 
j eaſily have been made to believe that injured Juſ- 
I WH tice demanded their lives at Tyburn, for bemg 
me mother and ſiſter of him who was ſuſpected to 
0 


have forged the Poems of Rowley. Such terror 
, had the humanity of certain curious enquirers. 
: impreſſed upon their minds, by worrying them to 
* WW declare the truth, the whole truth, and nothing 
but the truth about the forgery ——Strange-fated 
# Chatterton ! Hadſt thou poſſeſſed fewer and leſs 
; eminent abilities, the world would now give thee 

credit for more and for greater abilities. 

With regard to the fact, the mother and nder 
either believe, or pretend to believe, with the 
pewterer, that all Rowley's poems came out of 

| the old cheſt in the church. The caſe: is, = 
wn” WE 


* 
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of the three knows any thing of the matter. 
Moſt readily I admit that, if Chatterton be an 
impoſtor (i. e. the wonderful human being 1 


firmly believe him), he impoſed upon every ſoul 


who knew him. This, with me, is one trait of his 


greatneſs, 


It has been thought that murders and other 


crimes are pointed out to diſcovery by the finger 
of Providence. But © God's revenge againſt 
murder” is, in fact, only the ſociableneſs of 
man's diſpofition, That we may have been wiſely 


made thus for this purpoſe, among others, I do 
not deny. But Tyburn would fee fewer execu- 
tions were man a leſs ſociable animal. It is not- 


good for him to be alone, Joy or ſorrow, vil- 


lainy or otherwiſe, we wut have fociety, wwe muſt 


communicate it, Man, in ſpite of grammar, is a 
noun adjective. . Does any one admire Junius for 
ſaying that his ſecret ſhould die with him, and for 
keeping his word? But this was only ſaying he 


would not enlarge the circle of thoſe to whom his 


ſecret was already known; for, that he was, as 


he ſaxs, „ the ſole de poſitary of his own ſecret, 
J cannot think. The original letters are clearly 


Vritten in a female: hand os Aae is now 
Lr. : 00 037-1 12 K N 

| Let any man, at any time off life, 3 an ex- 
-perimen of not communicating to a ſingle indi- 
10 vidual, 
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vidual, during twelve months, a ſingle ſcheme; 
a ſingle proſpect, a ſingle circumſtance reſpecting 
himſelf, Let him try how it 1s to lock up every 
thing, trifling or ſerious, ſad or merry, within 
his own ſolitary breaſt. There are eaſier taſks. 
— This boy did it during his whole life. 

Very few ſuch men as John the Painter* have 
appeared in the world, from whom his ſecret was 
only ſtolen by the rraiſerous hand of friendſhip, 

No ſuch human being as this boy, at any period 
of life, has ever been known, or poſſibly ever: 
will be known. The Spartan lad was far inferior, 
and that was the effect of education. Plalmanaw 
zar and D'Eon are not to be compared with bim. 
That, at his timid and ſociable age, when other 
children are almoſt afraid to be left alone; C. ſhould 

wrap his arms round him, ſtand aloof from the 
Wjhole wende and never lean YO: a + 0 indin | 


* Don't Calle 6 my logging i in John the Painter, dll you 
conſider how" it applies, His ſecrecy was wonderful, yet leſt 
wonderful than C.'s, in exact proportion as his ſecret was more 
criminal, and went more to his life. But you will not der 
ny to be odd what I know for a fact, that, among his papers, 
were ſome obſervations on Rowley's poems: if they have not 
been deſtroyed, they might ſurely be publiſhed. They could 
not endanger. our. dock-yards, though written by John the 
Painter. Can't you give a. hint of this ed ſome day, at 

your houſe ? Moſt probably, he has them, 


date t 


„„ vidual. 


« Þ 
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vidual for ſociety in his ſchemes (in ſchemes, 
too, neither odious nor criminal), is with me al- 
moſt more wonderful than the ſchemes which! 
firmly believe him, without any aſſiſtance, to 
have planned and executed. It ſhall make a 
trait in the character of a general, if he have 
ſtrength of mind enough not to communicate 
5 


h pla ns to his firſt favourite, till the communi- 


cation is do longer dangerous. Shall not a boy 


of eighteen, of ſeventeen, of Arten, have merit 
for ſecrecy much more ſingular ? 

In this letter, from which I will detain you no 
longer, you will find his ſiſter mentions ſome 
books ſhe ſent him to London. She told me ma- 


ny of them were in languages and in hands (Hp. 


the meant); which ſhe could not underſtand— that 


a: catalogue of the books he had read to the amount 
of many hundreds. 

To this I ſhould add, that, when C. tells 
che ſtory of Aſtrea Brohage in a letter to the 
Town and Country Magazine, dated & Briſtol 
ve / January | 3. 1770,” -at the concluſion, A 
irea Writes thus; ; ——* Having told you I do 
4c not like this. ned, Briſtolian, you may 
6 imagine a 2emdrefſe for ſome other has made his 
. faults more conſpicuous. You will not be far 


Im from the truth; © A. young author who has read 


ce more 


they were numerous and that with them the ſent 
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« mire than Magliabecht, and wrote more love 
« ſetters than- Ovid, 1s continually invoking the 
Nine to deſcribe me.” 

In one part of the ſiſter's letter, you will not 


Fail to recollect Dry den, who ſpeaks of the alliance 


between underſtanding and madneſs, —I am ſure 
chat love and madneſs | are near relations, 


5 Concious, of my own inahilitys to write to 2 man of 
letters. And reluctant to engage in the painfull recollection 


of the particulars of the life of my dear deceaſed brother, 


together with the ill flate of health I've enjoyed ſince it has 
been required of me, are, Sir, the. real cauſes of my not writing 
ſooner. But I am invited to write as to a friend, inſpired 
with the ſacred name, I will forget. t he incorreftneſs of my 
epittel and proceed. | 

My brother very early diſcover' d a thurſt "i prehemince 1 
remember before he was 5 years old he would always preſide 
over his playmates, as their mafter and. they his hired- fer» 
vants. He was dull ; in learning not knowing many letters at 
4 years old and: always objected to read in a ſmall books He 
learnt the Alphabet from an old Folio muſick book of, fa- 
ther”s my mother was then tearing up for waſt Paper, the cas, 
pitals at the beginning of the verſes. I aflited in teaching 


bim. [I recolle& nothing remarkable till he went into the 


ſchool, which was in his 8th year. Excepting his promiſeing 
my mother and me a deal of finery when he grew up as a re. 
ward of her care About his 10th. year he began (with the 
trife my mother. allowed him for pocket money) to hire! 
books from the eirculating liberary and we were informd by 
the uſher made rapid progreß im tarithmatick. Between his 
Ach and 12th year. he wrote a e of the: bockt he 

Rad 
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| had fead to the number. of 70. Hiſtory and «divinity were 


the chief ſubjects, his ſchool mates informd us he retired to 
read at the hours allotted for play. At 12 years old he was 
confirm'd by the Biſhop, he made very ſenciable ſerious re. 
marks on the awfullneſs of the ceremony and his own feelings 
and convictions during it. Soon after this in the week he 
was door-keeper he made ſome verſes on the laſt day, I think 
about 18 lincs, paraphraſed the g chapter of Job and not long 

after ſome chapters in Iſaiah, He had been gloomy from the 
time he began to learn, but we remark'd he was more chear- 
full after he began to write poetry. Some iaterical peicis 
we ſaw ſoon after. His intimates in the ſchool were but 
few and they ſolid lads and except the next neighbour” s ſons 
I know of none acquaintahce he had out. He was 14 the 


Rxꝛoth of Novr- and' bound apprentice the ift of july follow. 


ing. Soon after his apprenticeſhip he correſponded with one 


af his ſchool mates that had been his bedfellow, and was 1 
believe bound to a merchbant at New- Vork. He read a let. 


ter at home that he wrote to his friend, a collection of all the 
hard werds in the Engliſh language, and requeſted him to 
anfwer it. He was a lover of truth from the earlyeſt dawn 
of reaſon, and nothing would move him ſo much as being 
bely'd, When in the ſchool we were informd by the uſher, 
his maſter depended on his veraſity on all occations. Till 


chis time he was remarkably indifferent to females. one day 


he was remarking to me the' tendency ſever ſtudy had to four 
the temper and declared he had always ſeen all the ſex with 
equal indifference but thoſe that nature made dear, he 
thought of makeing an acquaintance with'a girl in the neigh- 


bourhood ſuppoſeing it might ſoften the auſterity of temper 
ſtudy had ocationd, he wrote a poem to her and they com- 
menced corriſponding acquaintance. About this time the 


parchments belonging to my father tllat was left ef co · 
1 his boys bogks, my brother carried. to the office. 
if He 


CJ 


| He world often ſpeak in great raptures of the undoubted 
ſucceſs of his plan for future life. He was introduced 
to Mr. Barret, Mr. Catcot, his ambition increas'd dayly. 
His ſpirits was rather uneven. ſome -times ſo gioom'd that 
for many days together he would ſay very little and that by 
. WE conſtraint. At other times. exceeding chearfull, When in 
, ſpirits he would injoy his riſing fame. confident of advances 
nent he would promiſe my mother and me ſhould be parta- 
kers of his ſucceſs. Mr. Barret lent him many books on 
; ſurgery and I beleive he bought many more as I remember to 
have packt them up to ſend to him when in London and no 
demand was ever made for them. About this time he wrote 
| ſeveral ſaterical poems. one in the papers on Mr. Catcot's 
putting the pewter plates in St. Nicolas tower. He began to 
be univerſally known among the young men. He had many 
cap acquaintance but I am confident but few intimates. At 
| about 17. he became acquainted with Mr. Clayfield disſtiller 
in Caſtle-ſtreet, who lent, him many books on aſtronomy. 
| Mr. Cator. likewiſe aſſiſted him with books on that ſubject. 
| from thence he applyd himfelf to that ſtudy, His hours in 
the office was from 8 in the morning to 8 in the evening. He 
| had little of his maſters buſineſs to do. ſometimes not 2 hours 
in a day, which gave him an opportunity to purſue his ge- 
nius. He boarded at Mr. Lamberts, but we ſaw him moſt 
| evenings before 9 0 clock and would in general ſtay to the li- 
mits of bis time which was 10. o clock. He was ſeldom 2 
evenings together without ſeeing us. I had almoſt forgot to 
| add, we had heard him frequently ſay that he found he ſtu- 
ded beſt toward the full of the moon and would often fit up 
all night, and write by moon light. A few months before he 
left Briſtol he wrete letters to ſeveral bookſellers is London 
I believe to learn if there was any probility of his getting an 
employment 1 there but that- I. can't affirm as the ſubject was a 
ſecret at dome. He wrote one letter to Sir Horace Warpool, 
ag 0 | and 
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and except his corriſpondence with Miſs Rumſey, the girl! 


walk the Colledge green with the young girls that ſtated! 
paraded there to ſhew their finory. But I realy beleive he 
was no debauchee (cho ſome have reported! it). the dex 
unhappy boy had faults enough I ſaw with concern. he was 
proud and exceedingly impetious but that of venality he 


before mentioned, I know of no other. He i ha te 


could not be juſtly accuſed with. Mrs Lambert informd me 


not 2 months before he left Briftol, he had never been 
once found out of the' office in the ſtated hours as they fre. 
quently ſent the footman and other ſervants there to ſee Nor 
but once ſtayd out till 11 o Clock; then he had leave, as ve 
entertained ſome friends at our houſe at Chriſtmas. 

Thus Sir have I given you, as before the great ſearcher of 


hearts the whole truth as far as my memory have been faith. 
full the particulars of my dear brother. The taſk have been 


painfull, and for want of  earlyer recollection much hate 
been nay the greateſt part have been loſt, My e 
with me in heſt reſpe&s which conclude me, 


Briſtol. ir 
Somerſetſhire ſquare. Vour very damble ſervant, 
Sept. 22, 1778. Mary Newton.“ 


To proceed with ſome fort of regularity, you 
will next read the earlieſt production of Chatter- 
ton which I have been able to find. It is tran- 
ſcribed from an old pocket-book in his mother's 
poſſeſſion, It appears to be his firſt, perhaps his 
only, copy of it ; and is evidently his hand wit 


ing. By the date he was eleven® years and almoſ 
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' * Tickell, in this tpi 1 Audit Jom pete of his 
* account of the greateſt En Buch poets,” printed in che miſcel 
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five months old. It is not the moſt extraordinary 
performance in the world: but, from the circum- 
ſtances of Chatterton's parentage and education, 
it is unlikely, if not impoſſible, that he ſhould 

have met with any aſſiſtance or correction. Where- 

as, When we read the ode Which Pope wrote at 
twelve, and another of Cowley at thirteen, we are 
apt to ſuſpect a parent, friend, or tutor, of an ami- 
able diſhoneſty, of which we feel, perhaps, thar 
we ſhould be guilty. Suſpicions of this nature 
touch not Chatterton. He knew no tutor, no 


| friend, no parent —at leaſt no parent who could 


orreck or alf 1 This poem N to have 


W while hs a young: In the works this ous. is dated. 
April 1694. A friend aſſured me he has ſeen it in a miſcellanꝝx, 
with this recommendation, « written by Mr. Addiſon, auh n he 


was only twenty-ſeven.” Some recommendation is required 
by a poem which concludes with theſe four fines (Addifor's $ 


works, Ito. Tonlon, 7721, voll 14 p. wy: 
" Tleave the arts of ipoeſy and verſe BET 
T0 them that practiſe them with more ſueceſs. 
f greater truths I'll now prepare to tell, fc 
1 dear friend and muſe, farewell. 


Chaulieu La French poet, aſks indulgence for a, Uto ron- 
deny, becauſe, ay the time he wrote, it, he was PoZte x As- 
SAnty & _ » FORT feune (@uvres | de Chaulieu, a Haye, 
1777. The apology witt hold, if à man be Vceetibel young 
and a ſucking poet at forty, which Was Chaulieu' age whey 
he wrote the rondeau i in queſtion. 


* been 
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been aimed at ſomebody, who had formerly been 
a Methodiſt, and was lated promoted (to the 
dignity, perhaps, of opening a pew or a grave; for 
C. was the ſexton's ſon) in the eſtabliſhed church, 
Satire was his fort, if any thing cayy be called his 
fort, who excelled in every thing he undertock. 
Catcott has another later pcem of C.'s, called, | 
think, The Exhibition.” The church here al- 
ſo ſupplied his indignation with a ſubject. But, 
as the ſatire is rather ſevere, and the characters are 
living, Catcott does not permit it to be copied, 
He has ſuffered it to be read, and the three fol- 


lowing couplets are in different parts of it. At 


the ſame time that the lines are ſurely not bad, 
they ſhow that muſic was one of the many things 
Chatt found means to acquire during the 
few ke he lived. He is known to have been 


muſical; a fact we have upon poetical record 


only of him and Milton, I believe. They are not 
lowered in your eſtimation on this account. 
C. 's father had a remarkable turn for muſic. An 


old female relation ſays he talked little, was very 


abſent in company ; and uſed very often to walk 
by the river fide, talking to himſelf, and flouriſh- 
ing his arms about —T he firſt and ſecond cou- 
plets I mentioned, are in ridicule, the tft in 
— of ſome — 


Sacred 


Now, for the Poem. | 
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Sacred to ſleep, in his inverted key, 
Dull doleful ee die "___ 


Whoſe 3 jarring humdrum ſymphonies of "ny 
Rival the harmony of midnight cats. 


He keeps the paſſions with the ſounds in play, 


And the ſoul trembles with e key. 


| The e in kevi is, 1 believe, in the Samerſerſhire| 


pronunciation 1 


APOSTATE WILL, by T. c. 


In days of old, when Welley's power 
Sather'd new ſtrength by every hour; 


Apoſtate Will, juſt ſunk in trade, 
Reſolv'd his bargain ſhould be made: 
Then ſtrait to Weſley he repairs, 
And puts on grave and ſolemn airs; 


Then thus the pious man addreſs'd, 


Good Sir, I think your doctrine beſt; f 
Your ſervant will a Weſley be, 

Therefore the principles teach me, 

The preacher then inſtructions gave, 770 
How he in this world ſhould behaves 


He hears, aſlents, and $3684 pods „ „r 


(1 „ days every word's the word of n 
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Then lifting his diſſembling eyes, 
How bleſſed is the ſect! he cries; 


Nor Bingham, Young, nor Stillingfleet, 
Shall make me from this ſect retreat. 


He then his circumſtance declar'd, 
How hardly with him matters far'd, 
Begg'd him next meeting for to make 
A ſmall collection for his ſake. 

The preacher ſaid, Do not repine, 

The whole collection ſhall be thine. 


With looks demure and cringing bows, 
About his buſineſs ſtrait he goesz 


His outward acts were grave and prim, 
The Methodiſt appear'd in him; 
But, be his outward what it will, 


His heart was an Apoſtate's ſtill; 


He'd oft profeſs an hallow'd flame, 


And every were preach'd Weſley's name; : 
He was a preacher and what not, 


As long as money could be got; 
He'd oft profeſs with holy fire, 
The labourer's worthy of his hire. 


It happen'd once upon a time, 
When all his works were in their prime, 
A noble place appear'd in view, 
Then io the Methodiſts, adieu; 


A Methodift no more he'll be, 


The Proteſtants ſerve beſt for Be. 


'Then to the curate ſtrait he ran, 


And thus addreſs'd the rev'rend man: 
I was a Methodiſt, tis true, 


Wich penitence I turn to ou 


1 ; 
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O that it were your bounteous will \ 

That I the vacant place might fill L 
With juſtice I'd myſelf acquit, 

Do every thing that's right and fit, 

The curate ſtraitway gave Conſent——. 
To take the place he quickly WENT, 
Accordingly he took the place, 

And keeps it with Gennes grace. 


April 14th, 1764. 


Though it may not be the next in order of 


compoſition, for I ſhall ſend you nothing which 
is already printed, I ſhall now tranſcribe for you 


a poem dated 1769; of which Catcott tells, that 
talking one day with Chatterton about happi- 


neſs, Chatterton ſaid he had never yet thought 
on the ſubject, but that he would. The next day 
he brought Catcott theſe lines, and told him 


then contained his creed of happineſs. There 
can in this be no deceit; for the pewterer pro- 


duces the poem, and in the ſimplicity of his 


vanity, imagines it to contain a fanegyric on 


bimfelf. 


HAP PIN ES 5. 1769. 


Since happineſs is not ordain'd for man, 
Let's make ourſelves as happy as we can; 
| Poſſeſt with Fame or Fortune, friend or whore, 
But think it happineſ e want no more, 


Hail 


N 
Hail revelation ! ſphere-envelop'd dame, 
To ſome divinity, to moſt a name, 
Reaſon's dark-lanthorn, ſuperſtition's ſun, 
85 W hoſe cauſe myſterious and effect are one 
From thee, ideal bliſs we only trace, 
Fair as ambition's dream, or bounty's face, 
But, in reality, as ſhadowy found 
As ſeeming truch in twiſted myſteries bound. 
What little reſt from over- anxious care 
The Lords of Nature are deſign'd to ſhare, 
To wanton whim and prejudice we owe. 
Opinion is the only God we know. 
Where's the foundation of religion placed?) 
i 1 | On every individual's fickle taſte. _ 
ö | | The narrow way the prieſt- rid mortals tread, 
55 By ſuperſtitious prejudice miſled: 
| 1 Ihis paſſage leads to Heaven- - -yet, ſtrange to tell! 
I] 5 Another's conſcience finds it leads to Hell. 
1438 Conſcience, the ſoul-Camelion's varying hue, | 
Reflects all notions, to no notion 3 5 
The bloody fon of Jeſſe, when he ſa “?, 5 at 
That myſtic prieſthood kept the Jews in awe, 
He made himſelf an ephod to his mind, 
And ſought the Lord, and always found him kind, 
In murder, *, cruelty and luſt, 
The Lord was with him, and his ations juſt. 


| Prieftcraft, thou univerſal blind of all, 


|! þ Thou idol at whoſe feet whole nations fall, . 
1 | Father of miſery, origin of fin, _ ; | + 
} Ss Whoſe firſt exiſtence did with fear begin, 5 
1 | Still ſparing deal. thy ſeeming bleſſi ings out, | | 


Veil thy Elyſium with a cloud of doubt. Tx 
To | ="... Sine 
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Since preſent bleſiings in poſſeſſion cloy, 

Bid hope in future worlds expect the oy. 

Or, if thy ſons the airy phantoms ſlight, 

And dawning reaſon would direct them right, 
Some glittering trifleto their optics hold; 
Perhaps they'll think the glaring ſpangle gold, 
And, madded in the ſearch of coins and: toys, 

Eager 2 8 the momentary joys. 


5 Catcott is very fond of talk and fame, 
His wiſh a perpetuity of name, 

Which to procure, a pewter-altar's made, 
Fo bear his name, and ſignify his trade, 
In pomp burleſqu'd the riſing ſpire to head, 

To tell futurity a pewterer's dead. 
Incomparable Catcott, ſtill purſue 
The ſeeming happineſs thou haſt in view : 
Vnfiniſh'dchimnies, gaping ſpires compleat, 
Eternal tune on oval . beat: 


1 


t This pewterer is famous for producing to the world thoſe 
poems which Chatterton produced to him. He is famous 
alſo for aſcending by a rope, with no little danger. of his. 


| life, in order to place the top ſtone of St. Nicholas church 
ſpire, and under it a piece of pewter recording this ſingular 


event. Nor is he leſs famous for paſſing the fiream, by 


means of ſome narrow boards (on horſeback, I believe), 
| before the new bridge wss compleated ; that it might be 


aid (with how much propriety Fame muſt decide} he firſt 


| 


Ride 


1 
| 
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Ride four-inch'd bridges, clouded turrets <: imb, 
And bravely die- to live in after- time. 
Horrid idea! if on rolls of fame 
The twentieth century only find thy name. 
Un noticed this in proſe or #* „ 
He left his dinner to aſcend the tower. 
Then what avails thy anxious ſpitting pain 8. 
Thy laugh- -provoking labours are in vain. 
On matrimonial pewter ſet thy hand; | 
Hammer with every power thou canſt area ; ; 
Stamp thy whole ſoul, original as is, t 
To propagate thy whimſies, name and Re 
1 'hen, when the totterin E ice or chimnies . 


3 


WERE who has Bins vlg cou wth writ, 
Is only happy when he's thought a wit 
Thinks I've more j judgment than the Yhote: chen. 
Becauſe I always compliment his mufſe. 
If any mildly vbuld reprove his faults 
They're critics envy-ſicken'd at his thoughts. 
'To me he flies, his beſt-beloved friend, 
: Bao aſtzep, then wakes mo to commend.” 
* Yay, Lage ift not ſep: -clar'd by. the 1 ms, 1 
Ts flattory, much -lov? d.flattery, any crime den 511 
Shall dragon Satire exerciſe his ſtin g-. 
And 165 ane Ber ſing? A 2a wort ee 
1.3:139- 1 — 5 C9415 1 84 n WOT! D Vii 1 to + 
0 *1, 2: ar i loch 11 SN WI. * $3 -obird Ve S5 ad 527040 
The de i wil hrecollect that pap: Tam eotplats FR 
foul fiend has made him proud of hearty. to ride on 
« a high-trotting horſe over four-inched bridges,” ———Shake- 
ſpeare's poor Tom, as well a as our's, diſcovered . reaſon in 
* madneſs,” 
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Is it more natural to torment than pleaſe ? 
How ill that thought with rectitude agrees ! 


Come to my pen, companion of the lay, 
And ſpeak of worth where merit“ | 

Let lazy Barton undiſtinguiſh'd ſnore, 
Nor laſh his genefolity o 
Praiſe him for ſermons of his curate bought, 
His eaſy flow of words, his depth of . 1 
His active ſpirit, ever in diſplay, 

His greatdevotion when he drawls to pray; I 
His fainted loul'$ſtinguiſhably ſeen, 

With all the virtues of a modern Dean. | 


Varo, a genäde of peculiar tas, 4} 
His miſery in his happineſs has placed; 
When in ſoft calm the waves of Fortune roll, 
A tempeſt of reflection ſtorms the ſoul. 85 
But what would make another man diſtreſt, 
Gives him tranquillity and thoughtleſs reſt, 
No diſappointment, can his thoughts invade; 
Superior to all troubles not ſelf- made.! —: 
This character let grey Oxonians ſcan, 
And tell we of what ſpecies he's a man. 
Or be it by young Yeatman criticized, | 
Who damns good Engliſh if not latinized; 
In Ariſtotle's ſcale the Muſe he weighs, 
And damps her little fire with copied lays ; 
Vers'd in the myſtic learning of the ſchools, 
He my W * Leibnitzian rules. 


15 n on Ty. Palvis 


* If . imitate C. es C. 3 R. or R. 
and C. are the ſaube ; for, in che ible on Alla to > Canyr, ge, 


Þ. this lne—— _ 


The Engliſh, him to pleaſe, muſt firſt be latinized,” 


| 


Jeepr 7]6. 
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Dulvis. whoſe knowledge centres in degrees, 
Is never happy but when taking fees: 

Bleſt with a buſhy wig and ſolemn pace, 
Catcott admires him for a foſſile face. 


When firſt his farce of countenance began, 
Ere the ſoft dov /n had mark 'd him almoſt man, 
A ſolemn dullneſs occupied his eyes, 
And the fond mother thought him wondrous wiſe. 
But little had ſhe read in nature's book, 
For fools aſſume a | phjloſophie look, 


O Education, ever in the wrong, 
To thee the curſes of mankind belong; 
Thou firſt great author of our ſutare ſtate, 
Chief ſource of our religion, paſſions, fate. 
On every atom of the doQor's frame 
Nature has ſtampt the pedant with his name 
But thou haſt made him (ever waſt thou blind) 
A licens'd butcher of the human kind, 


 — Mould'ring in duſt the fair Lavinia lies, 


Death and our doctor clos'd her ſparkling eyes. 


O all ye powers, the guardians of the world ! 


But what's content? The trifle of a dax. 


Where is the uſeleſs bolt of Vengeance hurl'd? 
Say ſhall this leaden ſword of plague prevail, 
And kill the mighty where the mighty fail ! 

Let the red bolus tremble o'er his head, | 
And wich his guardian julep ſtrike him dead! 


But to return In this wide ſea of thoacks, 
How ſhall we ſteer our notions as we ought? 
Content is happineſs, as ſages ſay— 


Then 


. z 
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Then, friend, let inclination be thy. guide, 
Nor be thy ſuperſtition led afide—— 


Ir is poſſible, I truſt, to admire theſe lines, 
without approving the doctrine they lay down. 
Wiſer men than Chatterton, and older men than 
he was in 1769, have been ſufficiently loſt to 
conviction to maintain ſuch doctrine. ' And 


whether, I would aſk, is more culpable ; he 
who goes aſtray when he has been directed 
right, or he who loſes his way when none has 
had the charity to point 1t out to him? Again— 
This boy's religious principles were abominable. 
Agreed. Whence did he get them? Did nature 
implant them with the feeds. of life? Certainly 
not. They muſt have been engrafted, tranſ- 
planted, Go, then, to the authors of thoſe 
books from which he muſt have tranſplanted 
thoſe poiſonous weeds. There the axe will fall 
with juſtice. 


His facred muſe ſometimes rok leſs exception- 


able flights. The original of want fellows 1 is in his 


mother's poſſeſſion, 


The RESIGNATION. 


o God, whoſe thinder ſhakes the ky; 5 

Whoſe eye this atom globe ſurveys ; 7 
To thee, any only rock, I fly, 
Thy mercy in thy juſtice praiſe, 
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The myſtic mazes of thy will, 
The ſhadows of celeſtial light, 

Are paſt the pow'r of human ſkill, - 

But what th' Eternal acts is right. 


O teach me in the trying hour, 
When anguiſh ſwells the dewy tear, 
To ſtill my ſorrows, own thy pow'r, 
Thy goodneſs love, thy juſtice fear. 


If in this boſom ought, but thee 
Incroaching ſought a boundleſs ſway, 
Omniſcience could the danger ſee, 
And * look the cauſe away, 


Then why, my tel, doſt thou complain? , 
Why drooping ſeek the dark receſs ? 
| Shake off the melancholy chain, 
— 5 For God created abt to: bleſs. 


But, ah! my breaſt is N mull; 

The riſing ſigh, the falling fear, | 1 5 
My langtiid vitals" feeble rill, De e 

The lickneſs of my ſoul declares . 


But yet, WY] fortitude LN = 3 | 
I' thank th' infficter of the blow ; FOE 7 
Forbid the ſigh, compoſe my _— 45 

Nor let the Bun EF mis Ty dow... ＋ 4 4 


The FFI, 8 of the _—_ 1 d 
Which on'my ſinking ſpirit n 
Will vaniſh at the morning 5 3 ws 85 Fs ; 
* God, my Balk, my, Sun f bee e 
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Chatterton remained in the attorney's office at 
Briſtol till April 1770. The life he led there you 
may collect from Mrs. Newton's letter. In addi- 
| tion to that, ſhe and her mother relate that his 
Sundays were generally ſpent in walking alone, 
into the country round Briſtol, as far as the day 
would allow him time to return before night. 
From theſe excurſions he never failed to bring 
home with him drawings of churches, or of ſome- 
thing which had ſtruck him. That he had a turn 
for drawing you will ſee by the figure of a warrior 
(perhaps Zlla) preſenting a church on his knee, 
which ſhall accompany this letter (and you are now 

a judge of drawing, you know)---It was one of 
his firſt attempts. There are, I. believe, better 
ſpecimens of his ingenuity in this art. That he im- 
proved is evident, from his ſketch for Beckford's 
ſtatue, after he came to town, of which an engrav- 
ng is prefixed to his Miſcellanies ; and which was 
thought worthy to be engraved for the Town and 
Country Magazine of the month in Which he-- 
R : 

But any ſingle ſelf-acquired: — . 
ceaſes to ſurprize, when we recollect his other ae- 

quifitions of heraldry, architecture, muſic, aſtrono- 
my, ſurgery, &c. Our ſurprize has been long ſince 
Gale forth, Had Chatterton, without any inſtrue· 


P. 2 - | ton 


tion but reading, writing, and accounts, before b. 
Was 18, arrived at the ability of only putting toge- 
ther, in proſe or in verſe, ſomething which was 
_ deemed worth inſertion in the moſt» worthleſs Ma 
gazine, it wauld have been ſurprizing. What maſ- 
ter would not be aſtoniſhed to diſcover ſuch a talent 
in a ſervant (grawn grey in the acquiſition of it). 
who had only learnt to read and write? Stephen 
Duck and others ha ve been lifted to indepen. 
dence, to wealth, for little more. Yet, even the 
threſher had a friend and inftrytor—— without 
whom, fays Polymetis Spence, © Stephen muſt 
© have been placed in the ſame claſs with Hai 
«© Ebn Yokdban, and the young Hermes in Ram- 
© ſays Cyrus ; the ſtory of wheſe improvements, uiſb- 
* out any offiſtamce, agrees only with rumances,”---. 
Spence did not live to know Chatterton. But, 
we may infer, from his lives of Magliabechi and 
Hill, that he lived to change his. opinion. The? 
author of our exiſtence can alone determine aße 
he has made his creatures equal. | 
That C. ſhould acquire particular things; with 
out inſtruction, is not fingular, fince it: was with 
him a favourite maxim, that man was equal to ary 
thing, and that every ibing might be acquired by 
diligence and abſtinence, Was any thing of this 
tort men"ancd in Hs bord All boy as hg 
. Was. 


[7 | 
N was, he would only obſerve, that the perſon in 
queſtion merited praiſe; but that God had ſent 
3 his creatures into the world with arms long 
enough to reach any thing, if they would | 
be at the trouble of extending them: This idea 
he could not but feel confirmed by what he 


WM knew of a Mr. Burgum (I think), Mr. Catcott's- - 1 
l partner, who taught himſelf Latin and Greek, - | 
# Yet this very Catcott tells us (Monthly Re- 


— — — —— 
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view, May, 1777) that, „ 10 his certain know- 
edge, Cbaiterlon (who, you remember, in 1768, 
e uſed a Latin ſignature to the paper) andert d 
60 ng languoge but bis mother tongue. On what 
was this certain kn:wledge founded? It muſt reſt, 
ultimately, upon this, that Chatterton had never _ 
told him he did, had perhaps told him he did ." 
not, underſtand any other language. With as much.  } 
certainty of knowledge the fame aſſertion might have | 
been advanced of Mr. Burgum, before his acqui- 
firions in languages were known to Mr, Catcott. 
With as much certainty of knowledge, and more 
appearance of truth, a pewterer of Schwabach 
might have aſſured the world that Barretier ( . 


1 
3 
:£ 
R. 
. 
+ 

* 


* gitive pieces, printed for Davies, vol. 1. 141.) was 
* nat, at zine years of age, maſter of five langua- 
18 ges, and did- not, in his eleventh year, publiſh” 
G a learned letter. in Latin, and- a tranſlation of a 


b E:3.. - - _Blw 


1 


Hebrew book into French,, whereto, in one month, 


he added notes that contain, it is ſaid, ſo many 


curious. remarks and enquiries out of the com- 
mon road of learning, and afford ſo many in- 
ſtances of penetration, judgement, and accuracy, 
that the reader finds in every page ſome reaſon. to 


perſuade him they cannot poſſtbly be the work 


of a child; but of a man long accuſtomed to 
theſe ſtudies, enlightened by reflexion, and dex- 


trous by long practice in the uſe of books. Greater 

men than Catcott might profit by the juſt obſerva- 

tions of Barrctier's biographer, that incredulity 
„ may perhaps be the product rather of prejudice 


than reaſon—that envy may beget 4 diſinclination 


« to admit immenſe ſupe: icrity—that an account is 


not to be immediately cenſured as falſe, merely 
© hecauſe it is wonderful,” 


How qualified Catcott is to ſeparate wonder- 


{ul from falſe; we may judge from his own mouth. 
In the Monthly Review for May, 1777, he for- 
mally tells the world, that Chatterton couid be /it- 
lle more than 15 when he gave him the Briſtow 
Tragedy, the ode to Alla, and the two or three 


little pieces which he firſt produced. A few 
lines further of this account, he tells us how 


abſurd it would be to ſuppoſe that a. lad of 15 


could forge Rowley. In the Gentleman's Ma- 


gazine 


— 


— ů 


: 
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gazine for Auguſt 1778, this conſcientious pe w- 
terer ſigns his name to a letter, which thus attacks 
Warton's 24 vol. of Engliſh: poetry. 


„% Page 141, He (W.) ſays Chatterton was 17 years old 


when he: firſt produced- the poems to me. He was but juff 
turned of 15. He. was born November 2oth, 1752, and 
he gave me che poems in the beginning of the yrar 1768. He 
had then the tonſure on his head, being juſt come from Mr. 
Coliton's charity ſchool. By thus miſrepreſenting the year 
of his age, in which he- -mentions moſt of the poems which 
have ſince appeared as being then in his poſſeſſion, two 
years are gained; an interval of time, auhich might give colour 
of probability tua the I muſt ſay) otherwiſe very improtable ſip- 
_ pofition -t Chatterton's being the axther ef the wworks . to 
Rel.. e 


In the Gentleman's Magazine for e 


1778, Mr. Catcott writes thus to the Printer, and 
talks rather differently about this inicrval of time, 


and its conſequence. | 


I. lately received a letter from London, charging me with 


dn inconliltency in my account cf the time in which I rt 


became acquainted with young Chatterton. In mine of laſt 
month, I ſaid, it commenced the beginning of the year; 1 
now recollect it was about three weeks, or perhaps a month, 
ſubſequent to the publication in Felix Farley's Briſtol Jour- 
nal, dated the iſt of October 1968, reſpecting the ceremo- 
nies uſed in opening the old bridge; conſequently, it could 
not hawe been till the latter end of the year: but, in my opinion, 


it is matter of little moment as to the Iriciſe time in which we 
became 
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became acquainted, as it will not add a. fingle minute to hi; - 
life, and, of courſe, not the leaſt degree of credibility to the 


 Suppofetion of his being bb. author of the poems attributed ty he 
Rœbley. pe 

So that ſuppoſing Catcott to tell truth at laſt * 
(and his-“ perhaps 4 month,” may be perbaps FER 8 
months; and probably“ about three weeks, . ur ar 


” 


perbaps a menth,” intervened between the ſirſt ac- ( 
quaintance,. and the, communication of. the po- 
ems), Chatterton, inſtead of being a lad of 15 


when he produced the firſt of Rowley's poems, 1 
was, on the 2oth of the month ſubſequent to 0 
the publication in Farley's Journal, 16; for he 1 
was born in November 1752. They, at leaſt, 8 
who telt'us of Chatterton's ſhocking impoſitions, 2 
ſhould not themſelves impoſe. upon us about Chat- 1 

terton. It is pleaſant enough that every thing 6 
like argument in Catcott reſts om Rowley's own 2 
evidence of his own exiſtence. Theſe are Row- ; | 

ley's poems, becauſe Rowley “ in a MS. of his own 1 


wriling, produced by Chatterton, ſays he depolited (v 
poems in the cheſt out of which Chatterton ſaid he 
ad theſe. poems. Theſe poems were written three 


hundred years ago, becauſe the ode to Ella is writ- co 

ten in long lines like a proſe compoſition, as was: ſh 

uſual three hundred years ago, when parchment: i 

as ſcarce (Monthly Review, May, 177 — || © 
| Buy 


E 


Zut- if Chatterton invented Rowley's poems, 


he invented alſo the other MSS. in which thoſe 
poems are mentioned. If Chatterton compoſed 


the ode to Alla, it was ſurely leſs difficult to write 


it on parchment, in * lines not kept diſtinct, 
« the manner of proſe,” as was uſual in Row ley's 3 
age, than to be the author. of it J. But, lays Mr. 


(atcott—. 


Wich reſpe& to the antiquity of theſe poems, it needs 


only to be obſerved, that Mr. Canynge, the great friend 


and patron of Rowley, died in the year 1474, and by his 
c vill directed that rhe/e, together with a vat cullecti n of other 
« qauritings, ſufficient to fill three or four. large chefts,. ſhould 
« be depoſited in Redeliſt church, in the room before mentioned; 


* requeſting that the mayor and chief magiſtrates of the city, 


attended by, the, town. clerk, . together ewith the miniſter and 
'* churchwardens of .the pariſh, would ,annually inſpect the 
« ſame, and ſee. that every thing was carefully preſerved : or- 
« dering, moreover, that- 


„An ENTERTAINMBANT-(Catcott himſelf gives this paſſage 
in capitals). SHOULD- BE PROVIDED FOR THEM ON THE 
DAY WHEN, THIS . VISITATION SHOULD BE, HELD,” 
(Monthly en, May, 177 The | 


Ir this Ec ſo, it is, to "he + = 'tolerably 
ein e But how ſtands the matter, if there 
ſhould not be a fngle ſyllable of trub in the 
ebole paſſage ?—Bvery word, except perhaps the 
date of. bis death, is falſe, Rowley's name is 


4 * 


© as 5 
ES 5 
not once mentioned in the will. It makes juſt as 
much mention of “ three or four large cheſts” of 
Rowley, as of Offian ; or of three or four large 
cheſts of Catcott's pewter (Warton's hiſtory of 
Engliſh poetry, vol. 2. 159). Whence did Mr. 
Catcott get this formal ſtory ? Certainly, either 
from Chatterton, or. from ſome of C.'s friend 
| Rowley's MSS. But, ſays Mr. Catcott (Gen. 


tleman's Magazine, Avguſt, 1778), it is true 
that what I told the world is ot irue—all this is 


not mentioned in Canynge's will, It is however 
mentioned © in a deed in Mr. Barrett's hand; 
© and, what is more, mention is there made 
of a particular portion of Mr, Canynge's eſ- 


© tates - ſet apart to defray the expences of- an 


* entertainment on that occafion, and the cheſt 
« itſelf is moſt particularly deſcribed. ”” Catcott 
adds, if C. had ſeen this deed, he could not 
« have read it, it being written in Latin, « 
which he was, to my knowledge, totally ignorant.” 


To cut the matter ſhort at once, he had better tell. 
us that, to his knowledge, Chatterton did not write 2 


ſyllable of Rowley; and there would be an end of 
the buſineſs—with thoſe at leaſt who believe in 


Catcott's infallibility. But, unluckily, next t9 


Chatterton, Catcott is the man leaſt to be believed. 


What a proper perſon did Chatterton's Wa 
ſel 


— 
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to make his way ſtrait! Yet, this is he with 
whom we are told (Monthly Review, May, 77) 


Mr. Hale, the late Lord Lyttelton, Lord Cam- 


den, Mr. Harris, the Dean of Clogher, and Dr. 
Mills, have ail agreed in opinion. If it be ſo, is 
not this the blind leading the * blind? 


But, to return from Catcott's bade os | 
How very ſtrongly the idea, that a human being 


may accompliſh any thing, had taken poſſeſſion 
of Chatterton, one. of his letters will convince 
you. He defires, you will ſee, his fiſter to im- 


prove herſelf in copying muſic, drawing, and 
every. thing. which requires genius; as if genius 
were no leſs. common to man and woman, than 
a pair of eyes or a noſe. He gave all his fellow 
creatures credit for what he felt fo plainly Hir 
FAS... 

When Voltaire wee us, in his hiſtory of 


" All that 1 hitherto MOREY in print on \ the ſubject of 


| Rowley, or of Chatterton, is contained in the Monthly Reviews 
for April, May, and June, 4777 (the Critical gives extracts, 
but no opinion): in the Gentleman's Magazines for May, 


June, July, Auguſt, and September, 1775; and Auguſt and 


September, 1978; in the 2d vol. of Wharton, ſection viii 
and the additidis to pages 148, 153; 156, and 164, at th. 
end of the volume: in Mr. Walpole's letter: and, of courſe. 


in-Royley's poems, and Chatterton's miſcellanies. 
Ps 7 Charles 
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Charles xii. that, on ſuch a day, he quitted 
Stockholm, to which be never returned, were in- 
tereſted enough, even in ſuch a ſavage, to feel 
ſomething like concern. In April, 1770, Chat- 
terton quitted Briſtol (from which place he never 
had before been abſent further than he could 
walk in half 4 Sunday, and to which place he never 
returned), to try his fortune in London. Hear 
him now his tell own ſtory; and mark how regu · 
we but how . his method | . 


Letter 14 


Dear Mo ther; London, Abill 2 26, 1 wo. 
Here I am ſafe, and in high ſpirits To give you 2 
journal of my tour would not be unneeeſſary. After riding 
in the -baſket to Briſlingten, I mounted the top of the 
coach, and rid eaſy; and agreeably entertained with the 
converſation of a quaker in dreſs, but little ſo in perſonals 
and behaviour. This laughing friend, who is a carver, la. 
mented his having ſent his tools to Worceſter, as otherwiſe 
he would have accompanied me to London. I left him at 
Bath; when findigg it rained pretty faſt, I entered an inſide 
paſſenger to Speenhamland, the half-way ſtage, paying ſeven 
_ fhillings : *twas lucky I did fo, for it fnowed all night, and 

on Marlborough downs the ſnow was near a foot high. 

At ſeven in the morning I breakfaſted at Speenhamland, 
and then mounted the coach-box fer the remainder of the 
day, which was a remarkable fine one. Honeſt | gee-ho 
. me wy racine me, W_ 1 oy bolder 2 

- tighter 
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tighter thin any perſon who ever rid with him—Dined at 


Stroud moſt luxuriantly, with a young gentleman who had ſlept 
all the preceding night in the machine; and an old mercan- 


tile genius whoſe ſchool- boy ſon had a great deal of wit, as the 

father thought, in remarking that Windſor was as old as our 

Saviour's time. | 
Got into London about 5 o'clock in the evening - called 


upon Mr. Edmunds, Mr. Fell, Mr. Hamilton and Mr. 
Dodſley. Great encouragement from them; all approved 


of my deſign; ſhall ſoon be ſettled.— Call upon Mr. 
Lambert, ſhew him this, or tell him, if I deſerve a recom- 


mendation, he would oblige me to give me one if I do 


not, it would be beneath him to take notice of me.“ Seen 
| all 


* An anecdote, leſs N and lf: friking than this; | 


in the courſe of a. long life, ſhall confer immortality, and 
afford ſubje& for eternal panegyrics. Recolle& the age and 
the ſituation of Chatterton at this time.— The editor takes 


the liberty of adding to this note of Mr. H. by obſerving that, 
when Mr. Walpole wrote Chatterton word he wanted faith 
about the antient poems he had received, Chatterton main- 
tained their genuineneſs, and demanded to have them re- 
turned, as they were the property of another gentleman—— 
when Mr. W. went to France without returning them, the 
fame ſpirit which led him to write thus to his mother, led 
him to demand his poems in a haughtier ſtile of Mr. W. on 
his return to England, and to write him word, that he 


would not have dared to uſe him fo ul, if he had not ac 


quainted him with the narrowneſs of his circumſtances,” 
This Mr. W. calls fngularly impertinent.” Let me aſk 
what troatment Mr. W. would, expect from an equal to 


„ | whom 


£406 445 


all aunts, couſins-—all well and I am welcome, Mr. J. 
Wenſley is alive and coming home. —Sifter, grandmother, &c. 
& c. Kc. remember—I remain, | 
Your dutiful ſon, 
I. Chatterton. 


Letter 2 . 


Dear Mother, 


I am furprized that no letter has been ſent in anſwer to 


my laſt. I am ſettled, and in ſuch .a ſettlement as I would 
deſire. I get four guineas a month by one magazine: ſhall 
engage to write a hiſtory of England and other pieces, which 
will more than double that ſum. Occaſional eſſays for the 
daily papers would more than ſupport me. What a glorious 
proſpect! Mr: Wilkes knew me by my writings ſince I firſt 
correſponded with the bookſellers here. I ſhall viſit him 
next week, and by his intereſt will enſure Mrs. Ballance 
the Trinity Houſe. He affirmed that what Mr. Fell had of 


mine could not be the writings of a youth; and expreſſed a 


defire to know the author. By the means of another book- 
ſeller I ſhall be introduced to Townſhend and Sawbridge. 


T am quite familiar at the Chapter Coffee-houſe, and know ) 
all the geniuses there. A charakter is now unneceſſary; an 
Lache | 


- 


5 whom he ſhould tacitlytrefuſe to return ſomething which had 


been lent ?' Let me aſ again, what elſe could be expected from 
he ſoreneſs which always accompanies: (eſpecially, when in 
vant) that** conſciouſneſs of ſuperiox abilities, to which cven 


Mr. W. cannot refuſe applauſe 2. 


$7 


Shoreditch, London, May 6, 1770. 
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author carries his character in his pen. My ſiſter will im- 
prove herſelf in drawing. My grandmother 1s, I hope, well. 
Briſtol's mercenary walls were never deſtined -to hold me 
there, I was out of my element; now, I am in it—London ! 
Good God! how ſuperior is London to that deſpicable place 
Briſtol—here is none of your little meanneſſes, none of 
your mercenary ſecurities which diſgrace that miſerable 
hamlet, —Dreſs, which is in Briſtol an eternal fund of 
ſcandal, is here only introduced as a ſubject of praiſe; if a 
man dreſſes well, he has taſte ; if careleſs, he has his own 
reaſons for ſo doing, and is prudent, Need I remind you 
of the contraſt? The poverty of authors is a common ob- 
ſervation, but not always a true one. No author can be 

| poor who underffands the arts of bookſellers —Withourt- this 
neceſſary knowledge, the greateſt genius may ſtarve; and, 

with it, the greateſt dunce live in ſplendor. This -know- | 
ledge I have pretty well dipped ints.—The-Levant: man of 
of war, in which T. Wenſley went out, is at Portſmouth ;-but 
no news of him yet: I lodge in one of Mr. Walmſley's beſt 
rooms. Let Mr: Cary copy the letters on the other fide, and 
give them to the perſons for whom they are 9 if not 
os much labour for him. 


I remain, yours, Ke. 
F. Chatterton. 


8 rd ſome willing preſents for my mother, ater 
Thorne, c. | . 


Sunday morning, 


For Mr: T. Carr. 7. 


I have ſent vou a taſk. I heps nn Tell 
| all 5 8 acquaintance for the future to read the. Freeholder s 


OS; Magazine, 
4 Ge Graber of aer, 


nn) 


Magazine. When you have any thing for publication, ſend 

it to me, and it ſhall moſt certainly appear in ſome periodi- 
cal compilation. Your laſt piece was, by the ignorance of a 

correQor, jumbled under the conſiderations in the acknowledg- 


ments. But reſcued it, and inſiſted on its appearance. 
Your friend, 
20 T. c. n 
71 
Direkt for 1 me, ic be left at the Chapter Coffee-houſe, Pater- d 
noſter- row. 5 9 
| | Mr. HENRY KaTOR, 5 
If you have not forgot Lady Betty, any Complaint, Rebus, 
or Enigma, on the dear charmer, directed for me, to be left 
at the Chapter Coffee-houſe, Pater-noſter-row—ſhall find a 
place in ſome Magazine, or other, as I am "Ins | in } 
| many. | F | } 
: Your Gn - 
T. Chatterton. 
Mr. Wir ian. SMITH. ff 
| When you 3 any 8 for publication, ſend it to me, 
to be left at the Chapter Coffee-houſe, Faeser row, and it 
ſhall moſt certainly appear. _ 
Your friend, 5 


NO. * 


„Mrs. BAKER. 


The ſooner I ſee you the bener—ſend me-as ſoon as poſſible 
Rymſdyk's Addreſs. 


wy E 5 Pp toe FW” . 
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(Mr. Cary will leave this at Mr. Floyer's, Small- ſrecth 


| Mr. Mayon. 

Give me a ſhort proſe deſcription of the fituadon of 
Naſh—and the poetic addition ſhall appear in ſome: maga- 
zine. Send me alſo whatever you would have publiſhed, and 
direct for me, to be left at the — — Pater - 


noſter-row. 
nw friend, 


Mr. Mar. Mræsz. / 

Begging Mr. Meaſe's pardon for making public uſe of 
his name lately=— hope he will remember me, and tell all 
his acquaintance to read Ws: Freeholder's Magazine for the . 


future, 
P. Chattertons. 


Tl inn 
Mr. Thaire A Mr. Rudhall XMr. Ward 
Mr. Gaſter Mr. Thomas Mr. Kalo 
Mr. A. Broughton VMr. Carty A Mr. Smith, &. &. 
| V Mr, J. Broughton Mr. Hanmor | 
Mr. Williams * Mr. Vaughan 
to read the Freeholder's Magazine. 


2 2 Ace, A. 2 ee. . lee, Gude 
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King? s Bench, for the 1 May 14, 1770, 


Dear Madam, 


Don't be ſurprized at the name of the place. I am not 
here as a priſoner. Matters go on ſwimmingly: Mr. Fell 
having, offended certain perſons, they have ſet his creditors 
upon him, and he is ſafe in the King's Bench. I have been 
bettered by this accident: His ſucceſſors in the Freeholder's 
Magazine, knowing nothing of the matter, will be glad to 
engage me, on my own terms. Mr. Edmunds has been 
tried before the Houſe of Lords, ſentenced to pay a fine, 
and thrown into Newgate. His misfortunes will be to me 
of no little ſervice. Laſt week being in the pit of Drury. 
Lane Theatre, I contraſted an immediate acquaintance 


(which you know is no hard taſk to me) with a young gen- 


tleman in Cheapſide; partner in a muſic ſhop, the greateſt in 
the city. Hearing I could write, he defired me to write a 
few ſongs for him : this I did the ſame night, and conveyed 


them to him the next morning. Theſe he ſhowed to a doc- 


tor in muſic, and I am invited to treat with this doctor, on 
the footing of a compoſer, for Ranelagh and the gardens, 
Bravo, hey boys, up ave ge. -Beſides the advantage of vi- 
fiting theſe expenſive and polite places, gratis; my vanity 
will be fed with the fight of my name in copper-plate, and 
my ſiſter will receive a bundle of printed ſongs, the words 
by her brother. Theſe are not all my acquiſitions: a gen- 

tleman who knows me at the Chapter, as an author, would 
| have introduced me as a companion to the young Duke of 
Northumberland, in his intended general tour. But, alas! 1 


: ſpeak n tongue but my own }---But to return once more to, 
a place 


0. 


8 8 2 


— 


9 „% „ '- oF 


Ed 3 


Ji Ms: PE. <5 5 


( 175 ) 


a place I am ſickened:to write of, Briſtol. Tho- „ as an ap- 


rentice, none had greater liberties, yet the thoughts of ſer- 


vitude killed me: now I have that for my labour, I always 
reckoned the firſt of my pleaſures, and have ſtill, my liberty. 
As to the clearance, I am ever ready to give it ; but really 
J underſtand fo little of the law, that I believe Mr. Lam- 
bert muſt draw it. Mrs. L. brought what you mention, 
Mrs. Hughes 1s as well as age will permit her to be, and 
my couſin does very well. | 

I will get ſome patterns worth your acceptance 3 and wiſh 


you and my ſiſter would improve yourſelves in drawing, as it 
is here a valuable and never-failing acquiſition, — My box 


ſhall be attended to; I hope my books are in it—if not, ſend 


them; and particularly * Catcott's Hutchinſcnien Jargon on 


the Deluge, and the M.S. Gloilary, compoſed of one 


| ſmall book, annexed to a Jarger.— My ſiſter will remember 
me to Miſs Sandford. I have not quite forgot her; though 
there are ſo many pretty milliners, &c. that I have almoſt 


forgot myſelf. - Carty will think on me: upon enquiry, I 


find his trade dwindled into nothing here. A man may very | 
nobly flarve by it, but he muſt have luck indeed, who can 
| live by it —— Miſs Rumſey, if ſhe comes to London, would 


do well, as an old acquaintance, to ſend me her addreſs, — 


London is not Briſtol We may patrole the town for a day, 
without raiſing one whiſper, or nod of ſcandal: if ſhe re- 


fuſes, the curſe of all antiquated virgins light on her; may 
ſhe be refuſed, when ſhe ſhall requeſt. Miſs Rumſey will tell 


_ Miſs Baker, and Miſs Baker will tell Miſs Porter, that Miſs 
_ Porter's favoured humble ſervant, though but a young man, 


is a very old lover; and in the eight and fiftieth year of his 
age: but that, as Lappet ſays, is the flower of a man's days: 
and when-a lady can't get a young huſband, ſhe muſt put up 


with an old bedfellow. I left Miſs Singer, I; am ſorry to ſay 


it, 
, The pewterer's brother, a clergyman in Briſtol, | 
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it, in a very bad way; that is, in a way to be married. 
But mum As Miſs Sukey Webb the. reſt; if the knows, 
ſue Il tell ye. I beg her pardon for revealing the ſecret, but 
when the knot is faſtened, ſhe ſhall know how I came by it; 
— Miſs Thatcher may depend upon it, that, if I am not in 
love with her, I am in love with nobody elſe: J hope ſhe iz 
well; and if that whining, fighing, dying pulpit-fop, Lewis, 


has not finiſhed his languiſhing lectures, I hope ſhe will ſee 


her amoroſo next Sunday.—If Miſs Love has no objection to 
having a crambo ſong on her name publiſhed, it ſhall be 
done. Begging pardon of Miſs Cotton for whatever has 


happened to offend her, I can aſſure her it has happe cd. 


. Without my conſent. I did not give her this aſſurance when 


in Briſtol, leſt it ſhould ſeem like an attempt to avoid the 
anger of her Furious brother, *—Enquire when you can, how 


Mis Broughton received her billet, —Let my ſiſter ſend me 
a journal of all the tranſactions of the females within the 
circle of your acquaintance. 


the ſame name.—l promiſed, before my departure, to write 


to ſome hundreds, I believe; but, what with writing for pub- 
lications, and going to places of public diverfion, which is as 
abſolutely neceilary to me as food, I find but little time to 
write to you.—As to + Mr, Barrett, Mr, Catcott, Mr. Bur- 


gums 


*Excuſe my © Lucenineuce in pointing Out to you this unaf- 


feed. trait of courage. 


| Yet are we continually peſtered with the obligations of 
the literary world to Mr, Barrett. 


tor Ya 


< 


| Let Miſs Watkins know, that 
the letter the made herſelf ridiculous by, was never intended 
for her; but another young Lady in the neighbourhood, of 


And every publication 
which ſpeaks of Chatterton, even Mr. Warton' 5 quarto biſ- 


gum, 
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yum, &c. &e. they rate literary lumber ſo low, that 1 believe ; 
an author, in their eftimation, muſt be poor indeed! But 
here matters are otherwiſe ; had Rowley been a Londoner, 
inſtead of a Briſtowyan, I could have lived by copying his 
works. —In my humble opinion, I am under very few obli- 
| cations to any perſons in Briſtol ; one, indeed, has obliged 
me, but, as moſt do, in a manner which makes his obligation 
no obligation. q— My youthful acquaintances, will not take 
it in dudgeon that: I do not write oftener to them, than 1 
believe I ſhall: but as I had the happy art of pleaſing in con- 
verſation, my company was often liked, where I did not 
like: and to continue a correſpondence under ſuch circum- 
ſtances, would be ridiculous, Let my ſiſter improve in co- 
pying muſic, drawing, and every thing which requires. ge- 
nius: in Briſtol's mercantile ſtyle thoſe. things may be uſe- 
| leſs, 


| tory, is made a hand-bill to advertize the able Eh Mr, B. 
« 15 engaged in writing the Antiquities of Briſtol.” —Nay,. 
in the preface to Rowley's poems, printed by Payne, though 
the very paſſage to which this note refers is inſerted, p. ix: 
but avirhout the names; we are told afterwards, p. xi. that 
this low rater of literary lumber “ intends to publiſh in his 
* hiſtory of Briſtol, which the editor has the ſatisfaction to 
“ inform the public is very far advanced, a diſcourſe on 
% Briftowe, with ſuch remarks as he of all men living is beſt 
* qualified to male. And we are told before (p. vi.) that 
| © to the very Jaudable xeal of Mr. Catcott”? (another of theſe 
low raters: of literary lumber) the public is indebted for 
the moſt conſiderable part of the following collection.“ 
Precious dictators theſe of public gratitude! | 


t And will any one ſtill talk of the very /audable zeal of 
0 Sriſtol gentleman 2. ; | 


adds 


lefs, if not a detriment to her; but here they are highly 
profitable.——Jnform Mr. Rhiſe that nothing ſhall be want. 
ing on my part, in the buſineſs he was ſo kind as to employ 


me in; ſhould be glad of a line from him to know whether Jun 
he would engage in the marine department; or ſpend the uon 
reſt of his days, ſafe, on dry ground, Intended waiting ng 
on the Duke of Bedford, relative to the Trinity Houſe ; but ſhal 
his Grace is:dangerouſly ill. My grandmother; I hope, en. MW ©" 
Joys the ſtate of health I left her in. I am Miſs Webb' prel 

| met 


humble ſervant. Thorne ſhall not be forgot, when J remit 
the ſmall.trifles to yau. Notwithſtanding Mrs. B.“s not being PP 
able to inform me of Mr. Garſed's addreſs, chro the cloſe. I vil 


neſs of the pious Mr. Rwer, I luckily ſtumbled | upon it th ws 
merning g. VVV 55 i But 
£3" 4 VG er ee Eremain, gel &, &c., dee. 1 4 
h 5 e Thomas Chatterton. 5 
8 Monday evening. 5 
CER „ om 
Direct for me, at: Mx. Waltufley's; at Shoreditch only.) WE yn 
oa loans 8 it; 

ip Letter. 4. . the 

. 80 Tom's Coffee-houſe, London, May zo, 1770, d 

' Dear. Siſter, 5 | ap] 


There is ſuch a noiſe of buſineſs and politicks, in the ies 
room, that my maccuracy in writing here, is highly excuſa- 
ble. My preſent profeſſion obliges me to frequent places of Wt '” 


the beſt reſort. To: begin with, what every female converſ- WW th 


| tion begins with, dreſs. I'employ'my money now, in fitting | n 
myſelf faſhionably, and getting into good company; this 
0 


Taft article always brings me in intereſt. But I have en: 
gaged to live with a gentleman, the hrother of a Lord (a 
0 FN OD Scotch 


179) 


( 


into the bookſelling branches: I fhall have lodging and 
boarding, genteel and elegant, gratis: this article in the 
quarter of the town he hves in, with worſe accommoda- 


| ſhall end to your advantage : '1 will ſend you two filks this 


- prefer, My mother ſhall not be forgotten. My employ- 


appear in numbers the beginning of the next winter: as this 
will not, like writing political eſſays, oblige me to go to the 
Coffee-houſe; I ſhall be able to ſerve you the more by it. 


all diſagreeable journeys, and not to me expenſive. The 
Manuſcript Gloſſary, I mentioned in my laſt, muſt not be 


omitted, If money flowed as faſt upon me as honours, I 
would give you a portion of 5 oool. You have, doubtleſs, heard 


of the Lord Mayor's remonſtrating and addrefling the King: but 


it will be a piece of news, to inform you that I have been with 


| the Lord Mayor on the occaſion. Having addreſſed an eſſay 
to his Lordſhip, it was very well received; perhaps better 
| than it deſerved; and I waited on his Lordſhip, to have his 
| approbation, to addreſs a ſecond letter .to him, on the ſub- 
ie WW Jt of the remonſtrance, and its reception. His Lordſhip 
he received me as politely as a citizen could; and warmly in- 


f WW vited me to call on him again. The reſt is a ſecret.— But 


= we devil of the matter is, there's no money to be got of 
8 this ſide the queſtion. Intereſt is of the other ſide. But he 


+ bs a poor author, who cannot write on both ſides. I 
. believe I may be invoduced (and, if 1 am not, I'll introduce 


(a | myſelf) 


Scotch one indeed) who is going to advance pretty deeply 


| tions, would be gol. per annum. I ſhall have, likewiſe, no 
| inconfiderable premium: and affure yourſelf, every month 
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| ſummer; and expect, in anſwer to this, what colours you 


ment will be writing a voluminous hiſtory of London, to 


AO" 


But it will neceſſitate me to go to Oxford, Cambridge, Lin- 
coln, Coventry, and every Collegiate Church near; not at 
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myſelf) to a ruling power in the court party. I might hay 
a recommendation to Sir George Colebrook, an Eaſt India 
director, as qualified for an office no ways deſpicable H; but 
I ſhall not take a ſtep to the ſea, whilſt I can continue on 
land. 1 went yeſterday to Woolwich, to fee Mr. Wenſley, 
he 1s paid to-day. The artillery is no unpleaſing fight, if 
we bar reflection, and do not conſider how much miſchief i 
may do. Greenwich Hoſpital, and St. Paul's Cathedral, 
are the, only firuftures which could reconcile me to any 
thing out of the Gothic.“ Mr. Carty will hear from me 
ſoon : multiplicity of literary buſineſs muſt be my excuſe, — 
I condole with him, and my dear Miſs Sanford, in the 
misfortune of Mrs. Carty : my phyſical advice is, to leach 
her temples plentifully : keep her very low in diet: a 
much in the dark as poſſible. Nor is this laſt preſcription 

the whim of an old woman : whatever hurts the eyes, af- 
fects the brain: and the particles of light, when the ſun is 
in the ſummer ſigns, are highly prejudicial to the eyes; and 
it is from this ſympathetic ei et, that the head ach is ge. 
neral in ſummer. But, above all, talk to her but little, 
and never contradict her in any thing. This may be of ſer. 
vice. I hope it will. Did a paragraph appear in your pa. 


pers of Saturday laſt, mentioning the inhabitants of Lon- 


don's having opened another view of St. Paul's; and ad- 
viſing the corporation, or veſtry of Redclift, to procure a 
mote compleat view cf Redclift church?“ My compliments 
to Miſs Thatcher: if] am in love, I am; tho? the devil take 
me, if I can tell with whom it is. I believe I may addreſ 
her in the words of Scripture, which no doubt ſhe reveres; 
if you had not plowed with my heifer (or bullock rather), 
you had not found out my riddle. Humbly thanking Miſs 
Rumſey, for her / r 1 eaündt think 

i 


15 this a letter of Chatterton or Rowley ? 


1 


it Jatisfactory. Does ſhe, or does ſhe not, intend coming to 


la London? Mrs. O' Coffin has not yet got a place; but r 
ut is not the leaſt doubt but ſhe will in a little tim. 

ji Eſſay-writing has this advantage, you are ſure of conſtaht 
1 pay; and when you have once wrote a piece, which makes 
if the author enquired after, you may bring the bookſellers to 
it your own terms. Eilays on the patriotic ſide, fetch no more 
al, than what. the copy is fold for. As the patriots themſelves 
ny are ſearching for a place, they have no gratuities to ſpare, 
me So ſays one of the beggars, 1 in a temporary alteration of mine, 
195 in the Jovial Crew. 

che 1 | f 

ch A patriot was my occupation, 

as It got me a name, but no pelf: 

ion Till, ſtarv'd for the good of the nation, 

al. TI begg'd for the good of myſelf. 


Fal, lal, &C, f 


I told them, if 'twas not for me, 
Their freedoms would all go to pot; 
1 promis'd to ſet them all free, 
But never a farthing I got. 
| | Fal, lal, &o. 


Con the other hand, anpopular eſſays will not even be 
| accepted : and you muſt pay to have them printed, but then 
you ſeldom loſe by it, = Courtiers are ſo ſenſible of their de- 
kciency in merit, that they generally reward all who know 
how to daub them with an appearance of it, To return to 
private affairs—PFriend Slude may depend upon my en- 
deavouring to find the publications you mention. They 
* the Goſpel Magazine here. For a whim I write in 
I believe there are not any ſent to Briſtol; they are 

R hardly 
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hardly worth the carriage: Methodiſtical, and unmeaning, 

With the uſual ceremonies to my mother, and grandmother. 

and ſincerely, without ceremony, wiſhing them both happy.; 

when it is in my power to make them ſo, they ſhall be ſo; 

and with my kind remembrance. to Miſs Webb, and Mig; 
'Thorne, I remain, as I ever was, 

.Yours, &c. to the end of the chapter, 


Thomas Chatterton. 


P. S. I am this minute pierced through the heart, by the 
black eye ofa young lady, driving along in-a Hackney coack, 
Il am quite in love: if my love laſts till that time, yay 
ſhall hear of it in my. next. | 


Letter 5. 


June 19, 1770. 


Dear Siſter, 

J have an horrid cold The relation of the manner of 
my catching it may give you more pleaſure than the circum- 
ſtance itſelf.— As I wrote very late Sunday night (or rather 
very early Monday morning), I thought to have gone to bed 
pretty ſoon laſt night: when being half undreſſed, I heard a 
very doleful voice, ſinging Miſs Hill's favorite bedlamite 
ſong :—the hum-drum of the voice ſo ſtruck me, that tho'l 
was obliged to liſten a long while, before I could hear the 
words, I found the ſimilitude in the ſound. After hearing 
her with pleaſure draw! for above half an hour, ſhe jumped 
into a briſker tune, and hobbled out the, ever-famous ſong, in 
which poor Jack Fowler was to have been ſatyrized, —*1 
put my hand into a buſh: I prick'd my finger to the 
„ bone; I ſaw a ſhip ſailing along: I thought the _ 

| 6« flowers 


r : ith. a9. anc ammo none nn. on ana 


es flowers to find :” and other pretty flowery expreſſions, were 


twanged with no inharmonious bray. I now ran to the 
window, and threw up the ſaſh ; reſolved to be ſatisfied, whe- 
ther or no it was the identical Miſs Hill, in propria perſona. — 
Bet, alas! it was a perſon whoſe twang is very well known, 
when ſhe is awake, but who had drank ſo much royal bob 
(he gingerbread baker for that, you know), that ſhe was now 
linging herſelf aſleep; this ſomnifying liquor had made her 
voice ſo like the ſweet eccho of Mifs Hill's, that if I had not 
conſidered that ſhe could not ſee her way up to London, I 
{ould have abſolutely imagined it her here was a fe- 


low and a girl in one corner, more buſy in attending to thelr 


own affairs, than the melody, 


This part! of the le:tzr, fer ſome lines, is net 
1 Hh 


„„ morning) from Marybone gardens; 
I the fellow in the cage at the watch-houſe, in the parith 
of St. Giles's ; and the nymph is an inhabitant of one of Cu- 
pid's inns of Court. — There was one ſimilitude it would be 
injuſtice to let ſlip. A drunken fiſhman, who ſells ſouſe mack-- 


are}, and other delicious dainties, to the eternal detriment of* 
all twopenny ordinaries ; as his beft commodity, his ſatmen, 


goes off at three half-pence the piece: this intinerant merchant; 
this moveable-fiſh-ſtall, having likewiſe had his doſe of bob-' 
royal, ftood' till for a while; and then joined chorus in a tone, 


which would have laid half a dozen lawyers, pleading for their“ 


fees, faſt aſleep : this naturally, reminded me of Mr. Hay- 
thorne's ſong of 


Says Plato, v Who oy oy oy mould man be vain ?” 


However, my entertainment, though ſweet enough in itſelf, f 
has a diſh of ſour ſauce ſerved up in it, for I have a moſt hor- 
rible weezing in the det: but I den t repent that I have 
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this cold; for there are ſo many noſtrums here, that tis. 
worth a man's while to get a diſtemper ; he can be cured ſo 
cheap. 

June 29th, 1750. 


My cold is over and gone. If the above did not recall to 
your mind ſome ſcenes of maine, you have loſt your ideas of. 
rifibility. 


Letter 6. 


Dear Mother 
ſend you in the box 
Six cups and ſaucers, with two baſons, for my ſiſter. If 
China tea-pot and cream-pot is, in your opinion, neceſſary, 
Iwill ſend them; but! am informed they are unfaſhionable, 
and that the red Chins, which you are provided with, is more 
in uſe, _ 
A cargo of patterns the: yourſelf, with a ſnuff- box, right. 


French, and very curious in my opinion, 


Two fans—the ſilver one is more grave than the other, 
which. would fuit- my liſter k beſt. But that I leave to you 
both. Cn = 
Some Britiſh-herb ſnuff in the box! be careful how you 
open it. (This I omit, leſt it injure the other matters.) 
Some Britiſh-herb tobacco for my grandmether, with a pipe.. 
Some trifles for, Thorne. Be aſſured whenever I have the 


power, my will won't þ by e to teſtify, that I remember 


you. 
Yours, | 
| 3 T. Chatterton. 
July 8, 1770. | 
N. B. I ſhall foreſtall your intended journey, and pop down. 
upon. yon at Chtiſtmas. 


I could; 


4-8 
] could have wiſhed you had ſent my red pocket-book, 


as tis very material. 

1 bought two very curious twiſted pipes, for my grand- 
mother; but, both breaking, I was afraid to buy others, left 
they ſhould break in the box, and, being looſe, injure the 

China. Have you heard any thing further of the clearance? 
Direct for me, at Mrs. Angel's, ſack-maker, Brook- ſtreets 
Holborn. 


Letter 7. 


* It has been the- frequent complaint of poets, that their 
eyes, “ in a fine frenzy rolling, glancing from heaven to 
earth, from earth to heaven,” muit be ſometimes fixed 
on worldly matters; muſt now and then ſubmit to ſettle an 
account, or to caſt up: a waſherwoman's bill. What ſhall 
we ſay of this unprincipled; profligate boy, who could pals ſo. 
regularly from the beauties of the head, to the beauties of 
the heart ; from the rauſe of fire, to the domeſtic deity ; from 
the chorus to. Godwin or Ella, to a tea-pot for his mother 
and a tobacco-pipe for his grandmother ? Pſalmana zar, 
with all bis methodiſm, does not even pretend to have ever 
enquired after his parents; though he might, without dan- 
ger of diſcovery, have relieved their neceflities. C. 's affec- | | 
tion more than kept pace with his villainy (that's the cha- il 
ritable word, I think). Nor dees he ever mention a new 
proſpect, without accompanying it with'a new promiſe of J 
what his mother and ſiſter might expect from it. Who can | 
read theſe letters without reflecting that this profligate and. | 1 
unprincipled. villain might have wreſtled a little longer with, 
might, perhaps, have conquered, want and hunger, had he 
ſent fewer unneceſſary preſeuts to bis mother, ſiſter, and. 


prandmgther ! 


— © 
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Letter 7. 


Dear Siſter, . 

I have ſent you ſome:china, and.a fan. You have: your» 

choice of two. I am ſurprized that you choſe purple and 

gold; I. went. into the ſhop. to buy it; but it is the moſt 
diſagreeable colour I; ever ſaw; dead, lifeleſs, and inele- 
gant. Purple and pink, or lemon and pink, are more gen- 
teel and lively. Your anſwer in this affair will oblige me. 
Be aſſured, that I ſhall ever make your wants, my wants: 
and. ſtretch to the utmoſt to ſerve. you. Remember me 10 

Miſs Sanford, Miſs Rumſey, Miſs Singer, &c. &c. &c. 

As to the ſongs, I have waited this week. for them, and 
have not had time to copy one perfectly; when the ſeaſon's 
over, you will have em all in print, 1 had pieces laſt. 
month in the following Magazines: 

Goſpel Magazine, 
Town and Country, viz. | 
| Maria Friendleſs. 
Falſe Step. 
Hunter of Oddities, 
To Miſs Buſh, &c. 


Court and City. London. Political Regiſter, &c. de. 


be Chriſtian Magazine, as they are not to be had per- 
fect, are not worth buying——1 remain, 


. 


Vours, | 
"Ls Chatterton. | 


July 11, 1770, 


Leiter 8. 
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Better 8. 


am now about an Oratorio, which when finiſhed wil! 

purchaſe you a gown, . You. may be certain of ſeeing me 
before the iſt of January, 1771,—The clearance is imma- 
terial. My mother may expect more patterns. —Almoſt all 
the next Town and Country Magazine is mine. I haue an 
univerſal - acquaintance.: my company 1s. courted every 
where; and, could I humble myſelf, to go into a compter, 
could have had twenty places before now; but I muſt be 
among the great: State matters ſuit me better than com- 
mercial. The ladies are not out of my acquaintance. I 
have a deal of buſineſs now, and muſt therefore bid you... 
adieu. You will have a longer letter from me ſoon— and 
more to the purpoſe. 


20th Joly, 1750. 


The publick may be aſſured. cf the i of theſe · 
letters, and of every thing which is related of this boy. 
All the originals of his letters here printed, except the original 
of this /a/?, are in the poſſefion of his mother, or ſiſter, Who, 
I believe, are ſtill living in Briſtol, and keep little day- 
ſchools. The original of this (they received no more 
he died on the 24th of the next month), his mother ſuffered. 
to be retained as a curiolity, That, and the original letter 


from his fitter, dated September 22, 1778, are eb in 
we hands of. Mr, ner. t. 


The Editor. | | 


30 | „„ 


+ The publiſher of tlüs volume, 


5 
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During the period in. which theſe letters were 


written, C. produced many of the things printed 
in the volume of his Miſcellanies. One pafſige 
I will be at the trouble of copying, becauſe it 


ſhows the acuteneſs of his mental ſight, which 
could plainly diſtinguiſh- each varying ray of ex- 


cellence, and fee blots even in the ſun from which 


his genius ſprung, and which it worſhipped. 


« But, alas! happineſs is of ſhort duration; or, to ſpeak ; 
in the language of the high-founding Offian, Behold ! thou 


art happy; but ſoon, ah! ſoon, wilt thou be. miſerable, 


Thou art as eaſy and tranquil as the face of the green-man- 
tled puddle ; but ſoon, ah ! ſoon, wilt thou be tumbled. 
and toſſed by misfortunes, like the ftream of the water- mill. 
Thou art beautiful as the Cathedral of Canterbury; but 


ſoon wilt thou be deformed like Chineſe palace-paling. So 
the ſun riſing in the Eaſt, gilds the borders of the black 


mountains, and laces with his golden rays the dark. brown 
| heath, The hind leaps over the flowery-lawn, and the. ree- 


ky bull rolls in tte bubbling brook. The wild boar makes 
ready his armour of defence. The inhabitants of the rock 
dance, and all nature joins in the ſong, But ſee! riding on 
the wings of the wind, the black clouds fly. The noiſy 
thunders roar; the rapid lightnings gleam; the rainy tor- 
rents pour; and the dripping ſwain flies over the mountains, 


{ſwift as Bickerſtaff, the fon of ſong, when the moniter 


Bumbailiano, keeper of the dark and black cave,., purſced 


him over the hills of death, and the green meadows of. dark 
men,—O, Offian! immortal genius! What an invocation 


could. J make now! But I ſhall leave it to the abler pen 
5 Mr ; 
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Mr. Duff, 4 and ſpin. out the thread of my e own CERN AY ”». 
Town and Country Magazine, July 1770, p. 375. 


Of courſe JI have been a little curious after the 
ort part of his life which he ſpent in town. By - 
his letters you. ſee he lodged firſt in Shoreditch; 
afterwards. (when his employments made it ne- 
ceſſary for him to frequent public places, I ſup- 
poſe), in Brook-Street,, Holborn. The man 
and woman, where he firſt lodged are ſtill living 

in the ſame houſe. He is a plaiſterer. They 
and their nephew, and niece (the latter about 
as old as C. would be now, the former three years 
younger); ànd Mrs. Ballance, who lodged in 
the houſe, and deſired them to let C. (her rela- 
tion) lodge there alſo, have been ſeen. The lit- 
tle collected from them you ſhall have in their 
own words. But the life he led did not afford 
them many opportunities. to obſerve him, could. 
they have imagined that ſuch a being was under 
the ſame roof with them, or that they would be. 
aked for their obſervations upon him, after an 
interval of ſo many years. —Mrs. Ballance ſays he 
| Was as proud as Lucifer. He very ſoon quarrelled - 
with her for calling him“ Coufin Tommy,” and 
| aſked her if ſhe ever heard of a poet's being call- 
| ed TONE But . ſhe aſſured him ſhe knew no- 
thing 


+ This alludes, I conclude, to © Critical obſervations” by 
Duff, A. M. Bvo. 5s. Becket—publiſhed in June 1770. 
Mr. D. admits but three original geniuſes in poetry, Homer, 
Oſſian, and Shakeſpeare - Would not Chatterton . complete 
the triumvirate better than Oſſian? 


C196); 


thing of poets, and only wiſhed he would not 
ſet up for a gentleman. Upon her recommend- 
ing it to him to get into ſome office, when he. 
had been in town two or three weeks, he ſtorm- 
ed about the room like- a madman, and fr.ght- 
ened her not a little, by telling her, he hoped, 
with the bleſſing of God, very ſoon, to be ſent 
_ priſoner to the Tower, which would make his 
fortune. He would often look ſtedfaſtly in. a. 
' perſon's face, without ſpeaking, , or ſeeming to 
ſee the perſon, for a quarter of an hdur or more, 
till it was quite frightful; during all which time 
(ſhe ſuppoſes, from what ſhe. has. ſince heard), 
his thoughts were gone about ſomething elle, 
When Beckford. died, he was perfectly frantic, 
and out of his mind; and ſaid he was ruined. 
He frequently ſaid he ſhould ſettle the nation be- 
fore he had done; but how could ſhe think her 
poor couſin Tommy. was ſo great a man as ſhe now 
finds he was? His mother ſhould have written 
word of his greatneſs, and then, to be ſure, ſhe: 
would have humoured. the gentleman accordingl). 
—Mr. Walmſley ſaw . nothing of him, but that 
there was ſomething manly and pleaſing about. 
him, and that he did not diſlike the wenches.— 
Mrs. W.'s account is, that ſhe never ſaw any 
harm of him—that he never miſtſted her; but 
was always very civil, whenever they met in the 
houſe. 


ſtreets. 


8 


houſe by accident that he would never ſuffs: 
the room, in which he uſed to read and write, tb 


be ſwept, becauſe, he ſaid, poets hated brooms 
that ſhe told him ſhe did not know any thing 
Piet folks were good for, but to fit in a dirty cap 
and gown in a garret, and at laſt to be ſtarved 
that, during the nine weeks he was at her houſe, 
he never ſtaid out after the family hours, except 
once, when he did not-come home all night, and 
had been, ſhe heard, poe//ing a ſong about the 
This night, Mrs. Ballance fays, ſhe 
knows he lodged at a relation's, becauſe Mr. W. $ 


houſe was ſhut up when he came home. 


The niece ſays, for her part, ſhe always took 
him more fer a mad boy than any thing elſe, he 
would have ſuch flights and vagaries—that, but 


| for his face and her knowledge of his age, ſhe 
ſhould never have thought him a boy, he was ſo 


manly, and /o much himſeif---that no women came 
after him, nor did ſhe know of any connexion 4 
but ſtill, that he was a ſad rake, and terribly . 
fond of women, and would ſometimes be ſaucy to 


| her---that he ate what he choſe to have with his 
relation (Mrs. B.) who lodged in the. houſe, but 


he never touched meat, and drank only water, 
and ſeemed to live on the air.---Did not I ſend 
you ſome beautiful F rench lines laſt year from 
Ireland: | 
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Ireland? Fe e muſe had the fame efte& 
as Robin's miſtreſs . 

Plus qu'un Hermite if fait maiſgres repas. 

The niece adds that he was good tem- 
pered, and agreeable, and obliging, but ſadly 
proud and haughty; nothing was too good 
For him, nor was any thing to be too good 
for his grandmother, mother and ſiſter, here- 
after — that he had /, a proud ſpirit as to 
ſend the china, &c. (mention: d in his laſt letter 
but two) ro his grandmother &., at a time 'when 
the (the niece) knew he was almoſt in want---that 
he uſed to ſit up almoſt all night, reading and 


Vriting; and that her brother ſaid he was afraid 
to lie with him; for, to be ſure, he was a /pirit, 


and never flept ; for he never came-to bed till it 
was morning, and then, for what he ww never 
cloſed his eyes. 

The nephew (C.'s bedfellow, during the 
firſt fix weeks he lodged there) ſays, that, 
-notwithſtanding his pride and haughtineſs, it 
was impoſſible to help liking him—--that he 
lived chiefly upon a bit of bread, or a tart, and 
ſome water: but he once or twice ſaw him 
take a ſheep's tongue out of his pocket-—that C. 
to his knowledge, never flept while they lay toge- 
ther; that he never came to bed till very late, 


ametimes three or four o'clock, and was always 
awake 


— 
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awake when he the nephew) waked; and got up 
at the ſame time, about five or ſix that almoſt 
every morning the floor was covered witk pieces 


ef paper not ſo big as ſix pences, into which he 


he had torn what be had been writing before he 
came to bed.—1!n. ſhort, they all agree that no one 
would have taken him, from his behaviour, &c. to 


have been a poor boy of 17, and a ſexton's ſon- 


they never ſaw ſuch another perſon before nor 
fince---he appeared to have ſomething wonderful 


about him. They ſay, he gave no reaſon for quit- 


ing their houſe. They found the floor of his room 
covered with little pieces of paper, the refapins. of 
Wis poettings, as they term it. 


And yet poor Edwin was no vulgar boy; 
Deep thought oft ſeem'd ta fix hi infant ey | | 
Dainties he heeded not, nor gaddé, nor tby; 2 
Save one Thort pipe A rudeſliininſtrelij . 5 122 
Silent, when glad ; uffectionate, thqugh FO fv 
And now bis look was moſt demurely ſad; 1 ” 2 


414 


And now. he laugh'd aloud, 55 knew.w 3 857 . 
The e ftared and ſigh ed leſs d. lad: 
Sane deem! 25 1 10 ade on ap me 2 bin u. 
| eil 191 Das 


s Angel, 0 Whole baue he removed. om 
Shoreditch, I have i in vain endeavoured repeated» 
ly to find out. A perſon in diſtreſſed ciccum- 


| TROY as J underſtand her to be, 3 flow to be- 


I liere 
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lere that an inquiry after her hiding place, is 


only ſet on foot by the curioſity of honeſt enthu- 
ſiaſm. Little verſed in the hiſtory of mankind, 
ſhe cannot imagine how any one can be curious 
or concerned about a perſon, fo many years after 
his death, for whom in his life-time no one cared 
a farthing. Every ſtranger is to her imagination 
a bailff in diſguiſe. In every haſty tread ſhe 
hears the monſter Bumbailiano, keeper of the 
% dark and black cave.“ Poor hunted animal! 
If thou wert kind to Chatterton; if, by thy cha- 
ritable means, his young hairs were brought down 
with ſomewhat leſs of ſorrow to the grave, never 


may the monſter lay his cruel paw upon thy 


ſhoulder !. 
Could Mrs. Angel be "PR much might not 
be learnt from her ſhort knowledge of C. for he 


remained nine weeks in; Shoreditch— at leaſt, 


not much more, perhaps, than has been gotten 
from Mrs. Walmſley and her family. M. 


Wolfe, a barber's wife, within a few doors of the 
| houſe in whick Mrs, 
and remembers his death. She leaks alſo of his 
proudiand;-haughty: Spirit, and adds, that he ap- 
Seared both to her and Mrs, A. as if he was born 
for ſomething great. Mrs. A; told her, after his 


int 


Avgel lived, remembers him, 


death, chat, as 1 knew he had: nat eaten any 


thing 


aaa 
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thing for two or three days, ſne begged he would 
take ſome. dinner with her on the 24th of Avguſt ; 


but he was offended at her expreſſions, which 


ſeemed to hint he was in want, and affured her he 
was not bung. ; 


1 N 
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The firſt 650 of Beattie's beautiful Munſtrel 
appeared in 1771. While he. was employed in 
painting, ap ideal Edwin; Briſtol, without know- 
ing it, poſſeſſed t the original, Edwin was certainly 
the. child: of Percy s Reliques of antient Engliſh 
Poetry“: perhaps Chatterton 1 is deſcended from the 


ſame parents. We too may lament, with Brattie, 
over our Minſtrel— | 


Ahl who can tell how hard? it is to cim 

The ſteep where Fame's proud temple ſhines afar ! 
Ah! who can tell how many a foul ſublime | 
| Hath felt the influence of malignant ſtar, 

And waged with fortune an eternal war ! 
Check'd by the ſcoff of pride, and envy's n 
And poverty's unconquerable bar, 

In life's low vale remote hath pined alone, 
bt hen ane into the ee unpitied and unknown 4. 


* 


Such was the ſhort and incredible life of 
Thomas Chatterton. Over his death, for the 
Hake of. the. worn (he is out of the reach of our 
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pity or concern), I would: willingly draw a-veit: 
But this muſt not be. They who are in a con- 
dition to patronize merit, and they who feel a « 
conſciouſneſs -of merit which is not patronized, 
may form their own reſolutions from the' cata- 
ſtrophe of his tale - thoſe, to loſe no opportunity 
of befriending genius: theſe, to ſeize every op- 
portunity of befriending themſelves; and, upon 
no account, to karkbur the moſt diſtant Yes of 
quitting the world, however it may be unworthy 

of them, leſt deſpondency ſhould at laſt deceive 
them into ſo unpardonable a ſtep. Chatterton, 
as appears by the Coroner's Inqueſt, ſwallowed: 
arſenick, in water, on the 24th of Auguſt, 1770 
and died, in conſequence thereof, the next day. 
He was buried in a ſhell, in the burying-ground 
of Shoe-Lane work-houſe. His taking ſuch a. 
raſh and unjuſtifiable ſtep, is almoſt as ſtrange, 
as his fathering his poems. upon Rowley. That 
he ſhould have been dri ven to it by abſolute want, 
though I don't ſay it was 10 ſo, is not very 
poſſible; ſince he never. indulged himſelf in 
meat, and drank nothing but water“. The Co- 

roner 


21 the preface to Rowley's poems, p. x. we are told 
„he was reduced to real indigence, from which he was 
" ** xelieved. by death, in what manner is not certainly 

known.“ 
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« roner, has no minutes of the A bulineſs,. 
and 18 unable to call any of the circumſtances, 
at this diſtance of time, to his memory. The 
witneſſes. before the. Inqueſt, as appears by his: 
memorandum, , were Frederick Angell, Mary- 
Foſter, William Hamſley: none of whom I have 
been able, to find out. That his deſpair ſhould 
fix on-Auguſt, that- Jt. ſhould not have ſtaid, at 
| leaſty till; the, gloomier months of winter, Aut 
ſurprize thoſe who are ſenſible of the influence 
of ſuch a climate as our's. Recollecting what 
Mrs. Newton fays of the effe& the moon. had, 
upon her brother, J. ſearched for the. moon's 
changes! in August, 1770. Much cannot be pre- 
ſumed from them. The moon was at the full 
on the 6th, and in the laſt quarter the 14th. The 
20th, at 11 at night, there was a new moon. The. 
fatal day was the. 24th. — But who can bear to. 
dwell upon, or argue about, the ſelf-deſtruction 
of ſuch+a. being as Chattertow? The motives for - 
every thing he did are paſt finding out. 
His room, when. it was broke open, after 
Ius death, was found, like the room he quitted 


1 
. w. • 


% Known. Now, the manner is certainly known; the 
cauſe (real indigence) i is not. Can any one be ſure, he Was 
20t 3 to 1 his ſecret with his death? 5 =. ' 
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at at Mr. W "alinfley's, covered with little ſcraps 01 
paper. What a Picture would he have made, 
with the fatal Wp'by Bis bad fide; "defttoyith 

plans for future Ai 4 Codeine, and Uu. 

ed books of the battle of Helge ? M. I have had 
the—{call it what you wi 1) to ſpend half an 
hour | in this room. W 1 was half an hour of moſt 
exquiſite” ſenſattönd. "My viſit "of devotion was 
paid in the morning, I remember; but L was 
not myſelf again all day.” To look round the 
room; to ſay to tnyſelf, here ftood his bed; 
there the poiſon Was fet; in that window he 
loiteted for ſome hours before he retired to his 
last rest, entying the mieaneſt' paſſenger,” and 
wiſhing he could exchange his owh feelings, and 


intellects, for their manual powers and inſenſi- 


bility! Then, abhorrence of his death, abhor- 
' rence of the world, and I know not how many 
diflerent and cobtradictory, but all chſtracting, 
ideas! Nothing Thou "apt ny to' ö undefgo f ſuck 
another balk-hour. 15 


. x 4 vx # 
73 * 190 1 


5 Briſlol, ſtand forth! Too juſt are even theſe rhymes 
Without a trial to condemn thy crimes. 

Come forward, anſwer to thy curſed name! 
Stand, if thou dare, before the bar of Fame, 
Briftol, hold up thine hand, that damned hand 
Which ſcatters miſery over half a land, 


Ihe land of ö 


$675 


But 
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But my indignation: cannot. ſiay for ee yet- 
it muſt vent reſell, . | 

Tell-me, Briſtôl, where is Savage * eher 

didſt thou drive- Fre 4. Where haſt thou bid 
the body © of 'mutdered” Chatterton? Where are 
his mother and his ſiſter? Could not the female 
hand of , * ads one mite to the re, | 
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* * Johnſon? 5 life of 3 


+: In 1934,” ſays Hume, in his life, « I went to Brit 


« tol, with ſome recommendations to eminent merchants; 


„ but, in a "ow months, I found that ſcene totally unſuit- 


« able to me.” In his hiſtory, ſpeaking of Naylor the 
mad quaker, who feweied ohimſelf transformed into Chriſt, 


we are told, “ he entered Briſtol, mounted on a horſe ;— 
« I ſuppoſe,” adds Hume, from the difficulty in that 
place of finding an aſs,” 4to. edition, 1770. vol. 7, 
P. 360. 9 

t The following i is a lift of the late Mr. Peloguin $ _ 


lic donations, who. died at Briſtol. | 
To the chamber of the city of Briſtol, for the 


© benefit of the poor not receiving alms = "196000 0 
To the Briſtol Infirmary WS = 5009 Oo 0 
To the Bath Hoſpital C 500 O © 
. o St. Stephen's Church — — " 400 oO 0 

For the propagation of the Goſpel « - 500 0 © 
For promoting Chriſtian Knowledge 500 0 g 
= + {- 264000 
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child. of Genius! Miſerable Hamlet! u. as Chat- 


4414 


terton calls thee. Unworthy ſuch. a. treaſure 


Much more unworthy his, „ghartlian care. For, 
canſt thou be. ſure, upgrateful Citys, the ſpirit of 
neglected Chatterton does- not: ſtill. beſt delight 
to haunt the place which gave him birth? Canf 
thou, be certain; bis watchful providence, did not 
lately extingurſh the threatening flames of 


treaſon ? Perhaps, while 1 eng his n pro- 
tects your commerce; 


Or, in black armour, „ aronad* 
Embattled Briſtol, once his ground, 
And glows, arduroys, on the caſtle ſtairs; 
Or, fiery, round the myniter glares. 
Perhaps for Briſtol ſtill he cares; 
Guards it from foemen and conſuming fire; 
Like Avon's ſtream enſyrkes it round, 
Nor lets a flame enharm the ground, 4 
Till in one flame all the whole world expire. f 


7 — 


— 


But the feelings of the moment have hurried: 


me away. Briſtol is not culpable. Shy may be 
proud that ſhe produced C. and need not, per- 


ot bluſh, for his defith. Had he fed! in 


as 1 * 5 1 * 
6 \B N 4 T 5 55 G. 
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* See his ſecond b to his mother. | 
+ John the Painter. 


1 See the concluſion of the © ſong of lla. 
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the. © miſerable bamler,”. Rowley! my inevitably 
have worked his way in "hs world.“ Sit ( 
Charles 'Bawdin” and the “ ſong of Ella, 
were already known to fame. Rowley's other 
poems. muſt ſoon have blazed out—they could 
not, cold as Was the age, have been kept much 
longer, even by the chilling hand of pewter g 
patronage, from kindling a flame in the literary. 1 
. world, which haply might have checred their au- 
thot——and Chatterton might, now (diſtracting 
teflexion ); might, nine years ago; might, bes 
fore he was twice nine years old; have been con- 
ſidered as the moſt extraordinary prodigy of genius. 
the world ever. ſaw; Nay, had he continued 
at Briſtol only a few. weeks longer, had he con- 
tinued in the | world only a few. days: longer, he bt: 
might have been preſerved. For, oh my M. 1 1 
have been affured that the late amiable Dr. Fry, 
head of St. John's in Oxford, went to Briſtol: 


F . FLEE vb. 
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the latter end of Auguſt 1770, in order to ſearch. & 
1 into the hiſtory of 'Rowley- and Chatterton, and 1 
. to patronize the latter if he turned out to be 
dhe former, or to deſerve aſſiſtance - when, alas! "Þ 
| all the intelligence he could pick up about either * 
; was, that e bad, within a few. a de- ti 


Moped himſelf... 


Let: 
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Let me mention one circumſtance which ſtrikes 
me here, after which I maintain it to be im- 
poſſible that a ſingle indiyidual ſhould doubt, 
for a ſingle moment, whether Alla, &c. were 
all written by a poor ſaxton's- ſon, before, he was 
al may fay). ſeyenteen.—After Chatterton left 
Briſtol, we ſee but one more: of Rowley? s poems, 
6 The ballad of Charitie: And that a very 
Mort one. What was the reafon- of this? Had 
C. given | to, the world all the Lontents of Car 
nynge's. cheſt? Certainly. not—for. he is known 
to have ſpoken of other MSS. both at Briſtol and 
in; town ;. and vou have ſeen him write to his 
mother, that, &- had Rowley beem a Londoner, in- 
4 ſtead of a PrGoF kan he could live hy copy- 
« ing his works.“ A it Ukely that a lag, poſſeſt 
of 1a cheſt full of ſack: poems: (ſome of which he 
fold for trifles to. a pewterer, before he wanted 
money or knew its value), ſhould; when in real 
diſtreſs, and when he. could have lived by only 
copying them, part with none of them, offer 
not one of them to. any bookſeller ?. Ridiculous. 
Impoſſible ! T his was the very. moment to pro- 
duce them, In. my own mind I am. perſuaded 


that, had C. really found the poems in an old 


cheſt, the idea of forging others, as like them as 
he could, wor!7 now have ſtruck him. But, in 


truth, 
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truth, Cany oge's old cheſt was only bis own 
fruitful in vention. At Rriſtol, undiſturbed by 


the cares, or the pleaſures of the world, his ge- 
nius had nothing to de but to indulge itſelf in 


creating Rowley and his works. In London, 


was to be learnt, that which even Genius cannot 


teach, the knowledge of life—Extemporaneous 
bread was to be earned more ſuddenly than even 


| Chatterton could write poems fer Rowley 


and, in ' conſequence of his employments, as 


he tells his mother, public places were to be 


viſited, and mankind to be frequented, He 


who fabricated ſuch poems, in the calm and 


quiet of Briſtol, muſt have been almoſt more 


than man, Had C. produced them to the 


world as faſt, amidſt the avocations, the allure- 


ments, the miſeries of his London life, I would | 


immediately become a convert to Rowley. At 
preſent, if I fall down and worſhip Rowley, it can 


only be as the golden image which Chatterton has 


ſet up. 


The ballad of Charity, the laſt of Rowley” 3 
poems, in addition to the internal proofs that it 
was a compoſition of the day, carries melancholy 
conviction to the mind, that it was the compoſi- 
tion of Chatterton. The note, which, the editor 


f of Rowley; 8 Poems tells us, accompanied this paſ- 
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'toral to the printer, is dated “ Briſtol, July 4, 


4 1770.“ Now, in What month is the ſcene . 
In xirgyne the fweltrie ſun gan ſpeene, a 
And hotte upon the meats did caſt his ray. | 


If C. had this by him all 1769, is it not odd il © 
that this ſhould be the. only poem be did not 
ſhow Catcott? Ts it not fingular he ſhould not 
produce it till July 1770 Till the very month in 
Which it was originally written? 


Lock in his plomed face, his ſprite . of 
How, woebegone, how. withered, ſapleſs, dead! of 
Haſte to thy church-glebe houſe, aſshrewed man; 
Haſte to thy kiſte, thy only dortoure bed! 

Cold as the clay which will gre on thy head 

Is charity and love among high elves ; „ 10 
*Knightis and Barons live for pleaſure and themſelves, 


This ſeems too plainly deſigned for a ſketch of 
Himſelf, and of the coldneſs with which he con- 
ceived he had been treated; eſpecially as“ the 
Memoirs of a Sad Dog” appeared in the Town 
and Country, 8 for July and Auguſt 
1770: wherein C. ridicules Mr. Walpole with 


ſome humour, under the title of | Baron 1 
Otranto. And, more eſpecially, as in 2 ay 
| 55 „ = 

„ There , is a very remarkable paſlage i in this ridicule. E x 
"06 Should any critic aſſert it is impoſſible fuch-an imaging, 0 
4 103 n 46 tion Wil 
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rote of his own, upon the fourth word in the 
ſtanza (o olommed 3, Ne writes thus — 


„ clouded, dejefted. A perſon, of ſome note in the liters 

«.ry world, is of opinion that glam and glom are modern cant 

« words; and from this circumſtance doubts the authenticity 
„of Rowley's MSS, Glum-mong, in the Saxon, ſignifies 


„twilight, a dark and dubious light; and the modern word 
. 6s gloomy 1 is derived from the Saxon Em". 
n | 


* the confidence with which 6 peaks 
of Rowley's merit, now that he is more convinced 
of his own abilities than he was when he car- 
ried the productions of them to Catcott— 
« An excelent balade of Charitie.” Can't you 
ke his indignation penning the note to the prin- 
er? I can. If the Gloſſary annexed to the 
of if © following picce will make the language intel- 
n- „ ligible; Ihe ſentiment, deſcriplion, and verſiſica- 
ion are hignly deſerving the at ention of the 12 
9 rati.” 


„tion“ (that by the charms of Robinhood's Ramble he was 
carried hack to the age of his favourite hero, Richard the 
Third) © could enter the cerebellum of the Baron, Who con- 
* ines all his ideas within the narrow limits of propriety 
(for the ſongs of Robin Hood were not in being till the 
reign of Elizabeth)——His aſſertion ſhall ſtand uncontra- 

* ditted by me, as I Aub,“ ſays C. in the character of Harry 
rs y woeful experience, that, when an author reſolves 

to think himſelf in the right, it is more 9 7 hum an arguments 

can 4 to Convince Jim ze is in the wrong.” . 


* # . =” * * ' 
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again, I ſaw this was prefixed to the Magazine 
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& rat.” Had! it been thought to deſerve the at- 
tention of the magazine, it might poſſibly have, 
made its way to the literati, and the author 
might have been ſnatched from the fangs of ſui- 

cide by the hand of Fame. But, although the 
note is dated July 4; no ſuch poem appears in 
the magazine for that month, nor for any other, 
Yet, ſurely, Rowley's © ballad of Charitie” could 
not have diſgraced the chaſte records of an im- 
mortal magazine of 1770, more than Rowley's 


«« FElinoure and Juga” in 1769 Addifon ſaid, he 
would put his friend Sir Roger de Coverley to 


death, leſt any one ſhould murder him. Is it poſ- 
fible that C. ſhould have determined to murder 


himſelf, becauſe the Town and Country Maga- 


Zine doubted the exiſtence of his friend Rowley, 
In turning over their volume for 1770, I thought 


I had found room for ſome ſuch ſuſpicion, 


when I met with the following paſſage among 
the acknowledgments to correſpondents— 
« The Paſtoral from Briſtol, ſigned D. D. 
Cwhich I conclude to be an error 4 the preſs for 
D. B. Ceſpecially, as no other acknowledgment. is 
made for Chatterton's Paſtoral) * has ſorne ſhare 

« of merit; but the author will, doubtleſs, diſ- 
« cover, upon another peruſal of it, many ex- 
« ceptionable paſſages.” However, on looking 


fo 
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fir Auguſt—Conſequently, when it was publiſhed 
on the iſt of September, Chatterton was beyond 
the reach of Magazines.—But it is pretty clear 
the Magazine thought C. was the euther of Rows 
ley's poems. M 

The circumſtance moſt extraordinary, and 
which muſt appear ſo even to thoſe (if there ſtill 


be any ſuch) who will not think as J think, is 
this— that he not only in his diſtreſs never en- 


deavoured to procure bread by writing poems for 
Rowley (or by producing one or two from the 


had in his poſſeſſion, and brought to town in Fs 


pocket, and carried about in his pocket); 


but, that, having written the © ballad of 


fome think he was driven to ſuicide, turn it, or 
endeavour to turn it into money. All his other 


things, after he came to town, as is known from 


bookſellers, and is clear from his letters, were 


will offering to literature, Had C. ſo much 
reſpect for his fictitious Rowley (there is not 


many cheſts full of Rowley's poems, which he 


« Charitie,” he did not, in diſtreſs by which 


fold; the © ballad of Charitie” was a free- 


the ſhadow of a reaſon to be given why he 
ſhould have ſo much reſpect for a real R.), that he 


would not barter his poems to a Magazine for 


bread ? That it ſhould be ſo is not altogether im- 


poſſible ; but it is ſurely odd that the ſame chriſtian 


name ſhould belong to the finder, and to the author 


K. A 11601 140 ah aer, u. L 2 einen He ph 
5 7247 2 DD Ke, e, oj Alge. 22 


by 


7 45 eee, a7 Ls . geen, 7 -aqne Ao fe for 
"Les 
I Za, 


2 
* 2 . ie ater 2, 


— 4 


22. 7 We Ant cHoayorcer e 2 14 22a Or. ae Fave 
2 a Ze, eee 


fg Is AT 124 


* 4 8 1 mm A 
* 4 4 r _ . 7 
1 Li HS, 8 Ninh 


* 


2 


04 
*7; 1 
: - al 
* Wy = GEE % 
3 Ys . WW” 
" 2 * OO = 


E 208 


theſe poems; Thomas Rowley, Thomas Chatterton. 
Every thing that C. did ac every period of his 
life about Rowley was original. The cu time 
(as I think Catcott ſays) that he ever aſked the 
pewterer for money, was when he brought him 


THe ſubſequent bill. 


Mr. G. Catcott to the executors of T. Rowley, Dr. 
T o pleaſure received in reading his hiſtoric works 5 5 o 
— } poetic works 5 ©. 0 


At Nr. Walmſley's he uſed frequently to ſay he 
had many wrirings by him, which would produce 
a great deal of money, if they were printed, 
To this it was once or twice obſerved that they 
lay in a ſmall compaſs, for that he had not much 
ljuggage. But he ſaid he had them, nevertheleſs, 
— When he talked of writing ſomething which 
ſhould procure him money to get ſome cloaths; 
to paper the room in which he lodged ; and to 
fend ſome more things to his ſiſter, mother, and 
grandmother : he was aſked why he did not en- 
able himſelf to do all this, by means of tile 
writings which were © worth their weight in 
gold.“ His anſwer was, that they were not 
written with a deſign to buy old cloaths, oi t 


paper \ 
* o 
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paper rooms; and that, if the volt aid not 
behave well, it ſhould never ſee a line of them. 


We come now to the queſtion of moſt difficul- 


ty, but of leaſt conſequence. What could induce 


C. to lay ſuch a plan? Was it the credit of im- 
poſing upon the world, which he was determined 
never to claim, ſince he never owned the impoli- 
tion. My anſwer is, that I neither know nor care, 


And the conjectures of the ruſtieſt fellow of the 
antiquarian fociety cannot give an aulwer much 


more to the purpuſe. Are the motives of men's 
and women's conduct fo plain, that he who runs 
may read them? How much leſs obvious are 
we to expect the motives of a boy's conduct: . 


with ſore, with many things about him, ſupe- 


rior to moſt, to all men, was ſtill but a boy. 
Though he did ſee 17 before his death, he mult 
ave been literally a boy, when he laid the foun- 
dation of his plans, —If Macpherſon and Offian 
be the ſame, if C. thought them to be the ſame, 
C. is an original in poetry only, not in ſuppo- 
fitiouſneſs Mr. L. never took off his maſk, 


but rather choſe that Fame ſhould dreſs up an 

ideal writer, and worſhip him as the author of 
Junius, chan to claim the eternal crown in his 
om 
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own name and perſon. Good men are ſatisfied 
with the applauſe of their own conſciences, and 
ſcatter charity with the inviſible hand of bounty, 
May not great men be formed in the ſame mold? 
May not obſcurity appear to enlarge an ideal, as 
well as a real, object? God would, perhaps, be 
ſomething leſs of God, were he viiible.—Burt, as 
I ſaid, I neither know nor care what was C.'s 
motive. | 

Am 1 ſtill aſked for it? Like many a man in 
converſation, I'll get off by telling a ſtorp. 
D'Alembert, in his Triophilet upon the deftruc- 
tion of the Je uits, relates that one of the order, 
who had ſpent 20 years upon a miſſion in Canada, 
did not believe even the exiſtence of a God, 
Notwithſtanding this, he had, numerous times, 
run the hazard of his life in defence of that relt- 
gion which he preached with fiicceſs among the 
Savages, To a friend who expreſfed ſurprize at 
the warmth of his zeal, the 1 obſcrvcd 

—* Ah, you have no idea of the pleaſure there 
is in having 20,c00 men to liſten to you, and in 
perſuading them what you don't believe your- 
RI.” | 

What 3 the ſcheme to Chattertor's 
invention: — This queſtion it is, perhaps, 
ſtill more impoſſible to anſwer. Nor de I pr. 

d 1 read 


„ 


tend to anſwer it, If you « can ground any con- 
jectures on a few facts I will mention—ſo, 
Pſalmanazar died about the time Chatterton's 
ſcheme was born, and. bequeathed his metho- 
diſtical memoirs to the. world. Walpole, about 
the ſame time, endeavoured to turn a whole na- 
tional current of belief, with reſpect to Richard 
111, and, not long before,, acknowledged the im- 
poſition he had put upon the public in the pre- 
face to Ozranto. The Douglas cauſe was about the 
{ame time, in high agitation.. Oſſian, with Blair's 
; diſſertation, in which the narae of lla is menti- 
 oned, had not long made his appearance. The 
+ Concubine,? in Spenſer's manner, appeared in 
1767. Percy's © Reliques” had not long been. 
publiſhed. Page xxiv. of the firſt vol. 
(2d. edition 1767) mention is made of © Col- 
| « orin, ſon of that Ella who. was elected 
5 e king of the Saxons in the room of Hengiſt.“ 
C. mult have admired © Hardyknute” (vol. 2. 
p. 94) which © Mrs, Wardlaw pretended to have 
| « found on ſtireds of paper, employed for what 
dis called the bottoms of clues;” and muſt 
have ſeen through the pretended extract of a let- 
ter from Canton to James Garland, Eſq; at the 
end of the third volume, which vouches for the 
| truth of Perey's Hau Kion Choaau, there adver- 
Liked as ranſiated from the Cbiueli. On the 21ſt 
fg Yuck. Aber, EAUTAACA Le H 12 e. of 
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of January 1769, the invi/izle Junius printed his 
firſt letter. In May 1769, Mrs. Montagu pub- 
liſhed her Eſſay on Shakeſpeare, from which it 
is not impoſſible that C.'s 7indery ambition might 
Farmericarch the fire of rivalry. Farrer's Eſſay on the 
learning of Shakeſpeare had appeared about a 
twelvemonth. In the wonderful extent of his 
reading Chatterton could not be ignorant of 
arnell's impoſition on Pope, by means of a pre- 
tended Leonine tranſlation of ſome of his lines 
in the Rape of the Lock; or of Parnell's Fairy 
Tale, in the antient Engliſh flyle.—Better memo— 
ries may, perhaps, recollect other things of this 
kind. That Chatterton had Walpole and 
Oſllan in ſome meaſure preſent to his mind, is 
manifeſt from his fixing upon the ſame perſon 
(Mr. W.) to introduce Rowley to the world, 
whom Macpherſon choſe for Oſſian. And, ſurely, 
to prove Earl Godwin a good man and true, in 
ſpite of hiſtory, is much ſuch an attempt as Mr. 
W.'s concerning Richard! The firſt ſtanza of 
Cannynge's prologue to Godwin, is little more 
than a verſification of tl ingenious ſuppoſition in 
the article Godtoin, in the Biographia Britannica; 
and is rather the language of our ant age, than 
of a man writing three hundred. years nearer God- 


win; 


63213 
win; who was not then ngen treated in fo "uy 


hiſtories, as now. 


Whilomme, by penſmen, much ungentle name 
Has upon Godwin Earl of Kent been laid, 


" Thereby bereaving him of faith and fame, 

10 The unforgiving clergymen have ſaid, 

1 That Ae was knowen to no holy wurche. 

X But this was all his fault —he gifted not the church. 

f It may be ſaid that hardly one of the ſchemes, 
1 which I have mentioned, ſuccecded. Let me, 
8 in my turn, tell what Fontenelle, in his dia- 
y logues, puts into the mouth of the Ruſſian pre- 
- tender. When he is aſked how he dared to aſ- 
s ſert a claim, for which two or three impoſtors 
d had ſuffered the crueleſt death; he anſwers, it 
is was upon that very circumſtance he grounded Z 
n the probability of paſſing for a true man, and no 


impoſtor. 


When ©« The Town and Country Magazine“ 
was firſt ſet up in January 1769, the foundation 
of C.s ſcheme was laid. The ſuperſtructure, of 
courſe, aſcended by degrees. It has at leaſt been 


ſome amuſement to fon if I could diſcover that he 
took any materials from theſe publications. For 
this purpoſe I have carefully looked them over, 
down to the time of his death. The memoran- 


dums I made I will tranſcribe for you juſt as I 
[cratched: 
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ſcratched them down upon paper at the time. 
Some of them are little to the purpole, perhaps; 
and would not have occurred but for the con- 
ſciouſneſs that I was reading what had been read 
by the object of my admiration.—— Many parts 
of the book you lent me the other day ſtruck me 
in a particular manner, becauſe I knew my M. 
had peruſed the fame parts. But, we muſt not 
expect to track a Magliabechi very often in the 
courſe of only one volume. — 

In January 1769, p. 15, is this article“ The 
c antient and modern dreſſes in France compared 
ce with thoſe of England.” Which is continued 
and concluded in February, p. 59. Therein the 
writer ſays he is “ glad to avail himſelf of the 
ce aſſiſtance of Chaucer, who deſcribes the dreſſes 
ein the time of Richard II. — In March, p. 136. 
C. publiſhed Rowley's M. S. on the Court-mantle, 
— The former part of this article (January, p. 15) 
ſays, it appears by a journal of thoſe times that 


«© On the 17th of October, 1409, the Sieur John de Mon- 

„ tague was conducted from the little Chatelet to the 
Halles, being ſeated high in a cart, and dreſſed in his li- 
very, Viz. a great coat half red and half white, and a 
hood of the ſame, with a red buſkin and a white one, gilt 
„ ſpurs, his hands tied, and two trumpets before him: and 
« that, after his head was cut of, his body was carried to 
the 


La) 
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« the gibbet of Parts, and was there hung up EPL his buſ- 
| „ kins and gilt ſpurs.” 1 


Catcott, after all his contradictions, does not 
pretend to have received from C. the death and 
execution of © Sir Charles Bawdin” in 1461, 
long, if at all, before the appearance of this arti- 
cle. They, who imagine this paſſage ſuggeſted 
Bawdin to C. will conclude Catcott to have re- 
0 ceived the poem juſt after the appearance of chis 
1 article in January. 

1 Page Zo, of the ſame month, are inſerted the 
i ſingular notes which Rouſſeau left upon his table at 
: Bourgoin when he quarrelled with the magiſtrates, 
The vanity and ſelf- importance of theſe notes 
were hardly exceeded even by C. Among them are 
two, which I will tranſcribe; but not becauſe 


they could to him have ſuggeſted any thing ; 
for he could not, poor fellow ! ſee as far as our 
day. © The men of genivs revenge themſelves by 
e inſulting me, becauſe they feel my ſuperiority. 
« Authors pillage, and cenſure me; knaves 
« curſe me; the mob hoo: at ne.” 
May we not ſuppoſe C. to have read theſe 
French lines? (January, p. 34. 
L'homme vit par ſon ame, & lame eſt la penſce. 
C'eſt elle qui pour vous doit meſurer le tems. 
Cultivez la ſageſſe; apprenez l'art ſupreme 
De vivre avec ſoimeme ; 
Vous pourres ſans effroi compter tous vos inſtans, 


In 
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In an Eſſay on Fame (January, p. 37) I find 
This paſſage—* Butler tells us 
F ools are known by looking wiſe. 


« And, indeed, it muſt occur to every diſcerning 
« man, that affected wiſdom and ſententious gra- 
<« vity are often aſſumed, to conceal a great pro- 
ce fundity of folly and ignorance.” In the poem on 
Happineſs, dated 1769, which you have already 
ſeen, are theſe lines 

And the fond mother thought him wondrous wiſe. 

But little had ſhe read in Nature's book, 

For fools aſſume a philoſophic look. 

« On friend who died in his eighteenth year.” | 
( January, p. 48) Little did C. think he had 
read his own epitaph. | 
In February, p. 62, an antiquarian gives an 
account of Burge-caſtle in Suffolk, antiently 
called Cnoberſburge, wherein we are told that 
« one of the towers, being perhaps undermined 
ec when the caſtle was deſtroyed, is reclined from 
the wall at the top about ſix feet.” —One of 
| Rowley's manuſcripts produced by Chatterton, is 
a plan to ſupport the tower of the Temple. church 
in Briſtol, which had declined from its perpendi- 
cular. In a late reparation of the church, Cat- 
cott ſays ſome ſubterraneous works have been 
found, which correſpond with this M. S$,— 

Wil 


Ae. SRP: 
Will Catcott prove, to the ſatisfaction of any per- 
ſon beſide himſelf, that evidence is diſcovered of 
the tower's having declined; or that C. could 
not poſſibly know or judge that the tower had 
declined ? F he can, ſtill C. might by accident 
have hit upon ſuch a thing, eſpecially aftef he had 
ſeen the foregoing paſſage about Burge Caſtle. 
Chance makes luckier hits than this conti- 

nually. . | 

In February, p. 104, are ſome lines, ſigned 

Aſaphides, dated January 29, 1769—* On Mr. 
« Alcock, a miniature painter, of Briſtol.” They 
are printed in Chatterton's Miſcellanies. But 
ſhould they be thought inferior to other things 
in his own and Rowley's name; and ſhould that 
inequality, which we are obliged to pardon in 
the greateſt geniuſes, be uſed as an argument 
againſt a boy ; I know not any proof that he 
wrote this, or another poem which we find in 
April, p. 217, with the ſame ſignature, He 
almoſt akvays ſigned himſelf D. B. the initials of 

his firſt Latin ſignature, Dunhelmus Briſtolienſis. 
He is here twice, and only twice, made to aſſume 
the ſtrange name of Aſaphides. x 

In March, p. 146, is inſerted an encomium 
on Pope's paſtorals from Ruff head. In May, 
p. 272, we read the paſtoral of. Elinoure and 
Juga, from D. B. dated May 1769. 
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In April, p. 193, we find “ remarks on the 
« works of ſome of the moſt eminent painters, 
<« with. ſhort anecdotes of their lives.” It was a 
little later, in the year 1769, than April, 7 think, 
that C. offered to furniſh Mr. Walpole with 
Rowley's MS. of © a ſeries of great painters 
ce that had flouriſhed at Briſtol,” 

In © an account of the moſt celebrated mo- 
<« naſteries in Europe” (April, p. 201.) mention 
is made of the abbey of St. Alban's, which was 
ſuppreſſed at the diſſolution of monaſteries. The 
icene of Elinoure and Juga (in the next month, 
May, p. 272.) is laid on Ruddeborne bank, a 
river near St. Alban's (as we learn from Chat- 
terton's notes); and after the dialogue, Elinoure 
and Juga 


—moved gentle o'er the dewy mees, 
To hi St. Alban's holy ſhrines remain, 


In May, p. 272, immediately before his own 
Elinoure and Juga, is inſerted a monody. Some 
of the lines, together with the motto, I ſhall 
tranſcribe. 


A MONODY, 
«© Oh! now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil mind! farewel content! 
Farewel the plumed troops, and the big war, 
That make ambition virtue! Oh! Farewell! 
Farewel the neighing ſeed, and the ſhrill trump, 
The ſpirit-ſtirring drum, the car-piercang fife, 
The 
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The royal banner, and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious wir! 

And, oh! you mortal engines, whoſe rude throats 
Th' immortal Jove's s dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel ! _ ___ Shakeſpeare, 


| Farewel, Calcaria, now farewel ! 
11 M.lceand'ring wharf adieu! 
5 K Ye neighb'ring vills, I ceaſe to tell 
What joys I ſhar'd in you! 
= Farewel fair bridge, and Gothic pile, 
„ Adieu yon moat and mill! 
. 
> — 
* No more yon murm'ring water: fall, 
Its ruſtic din I hear; 
No more yon bells ſo ſweetly call 
My ſteps to wander there, 
VN — . 
nc 
all No more, dear Fee thy ſweet ſong 
: Delights my liſt'ning ear; 
No more, dear Tom, thy fadle's ſtrung, 
My penſive ſoul to cheer, 
No more, gay Flora, your guiztar, 
Tho' fraught with melody; 
No more your voice, yet ſweeter far, 
Will fill my heart with glee, 
: No more, my friends, I join your oy, 
5 i Your concert, ſong, or ball. 


The | U 2 


1 
Adieu, delightful Bramham park, 
Thy walks, thy meads, thy groves. 


2 


Thy proud pavillions, and thy cot, 
With bomely thatch done oer; 

Thy diftant views, thy rural grot, 
Adieu! farewel ! | 


Give me leave, now, to tranſcribe you a few 


lines from Rowley's firſt eclogue. The old (and 
ſometimes unintelligible) words, 1 will ha for 
CY more modern ones in his notes, 


Speak to me not; J ken thy woe in mine, 
O Pve a tale the devil himſelf might tell, 
vweet floarets, mantled meadows, for 505 dign, 
And groves fur-/tex aroxnd the hermit's cell; 
The ſweet ribible dinning in the dell; 

The joyous dancing in the alehouſe court; 
Eke the Zig /ong and every joy——farewel | * 
Farewel the very ſhade of fair diſport! 


Of the impoſſibility to prove imitation I am 
well aware, But for intentional imitation I do 
not here contend. The originality of C.'s ſub- 
lime genius would not have ſtooped from its 
height to imitate any man that ever wrote. Thic 
queſtion is, whether we perceive the remarkable 
turn of Othello's farewel, and whether C.*s won- 
derful memory had retained that, and the ruſtic 
din, the fiddle, guitter, &c. from a peruſal of the 
monody, without being conſcious of it. C. him- 


ſelf 


„ 


ſelf explains ribible to be a“ violin; “ a muſical 
inſtrument not known, I fancy, to the period 
at which the ſcene of this eclogue is laid; nor 
very natural in the eclogue, though truth might 
mark the propriety of it in the monody. By 

the nature of his plan the folding doors of imi— 
tation were effectually ſnut againſt Chatterton. 
His hands were tied up from picking and ſteal- 
ing. What other poet, antient or modern, ex- 
cept Homer (and even Homer had his antients 
perhaps), can produce an octavo volume, and 
ſuch an octavo volume, in the whole courſe 
of which, after a ſearch of ſome years, the 
beſt and oldeſt. heads are not able to detect him 
with certainty more than ſix or eight times“? 

And thoſe coincidences muſt of courſe have been 
the effect more of memory than deſign. Rather 
different are the following coincidences; of which 
many (beſide thoſe they have the honeſty to own) 
might be collected from every page of every: 
poet but this boy. 


Love, free as air, at fight of human ties, 
3 his light wings, and in a moment flies. 
Pope. El. to Abelard. 
For ſoon as maiſtery comes, ſweet love anone 
Taketh his nimble wings, and ſoon away is gone. 
Spenſer. 3. I. 25. 
* A few remarkable coincidences to which a few, and 
but a few, might ſtill be added, are pointed out in a let- 
ter pretixed to C.'s Miſcell, which originally appeared 1 In 
the St. James s Chronicle. 
93 The 


= $28: +} 


The attic warbler pours her throat, 


Gray, Spring. 
Love will not be confined by maiſterie: 


When maiſterie comes, the Lord of love anon 
Flutters his wings, and forthwith is he gone. 


Chaucer. 
Is it for thee the linnet pours his throat ? 


. E. on Man. z. 33. 
The painful family of death. 
Gray. Eton College. 
Hate, fear, and grief, the . of pain. 
| Pope. 
Waves in the eye of kene her many- -colovred wings, 
Gray. Bard, 
Intereſt that waves on 1 party- -coloured wings. 
Dunciad 4. 538, 
They kept the noiſcleſs tenor of their Way. 
Gray, Elegy, 
| The inaudible and noiſeleſs foot of Time. 
| | All's well that ends wel}, 
' 'There at the foot of yonder nodding beach, 
Phat wreathes 1ts old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
His liſtleſs length at noon-tide would he ſtretch, 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 
| Gray, Elegy. 


He lay along 

Under an 8 "wok antique root peep'd out 

Upon the brook, that crawl'd along the wood, 
Shakeſp. As you like it 

And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind. 


Gray. Elegy. 
The gates of mercy mall be all ſhut up. 


Shakeſp. Hen. V. 


Man wants but little here below, 
Nor wants that little long. 
| Goldſmith. Edwin and Angelina, 
Man wants but little, nor that little long. 
Young, Night 4. 
In 


N 
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In May, p. 328, is a modern verſion of Elea- 
nora and Juga, by S. W. A.” aged 16. What 
muſt have been the feelings of Chatterton, when 
he ſaw a boy take merit to himſelf for ſpoiling a 
poem, by a modern verſion, at the ſame age, or 
perhaps at a more advanced one, than that at 


which he forged it! 


In July, p. 370. we read of Otway, that 

When he died (which he did in an obſcure houſe, near 
the Minories), he had about him the ccpy of a tragedy, 
which it ſeems he had ſold for a trifle to Bentley, the 
bookſeller. I have ſeen,” ſays the author of this arti- 
cle, an advertiſement, at the end of one of Leſtrange's 
= political papers, offer ing a reward to any one who ſhould 
« hring it to his ſhop. What an invaluable treaſure was 

ci there irretrievably * by the 1 W and neglect of 
the age he lived in.“ 


In this affecting picture it was impoſſible = 
ſhould perceive bis own features ; but you will 
allow it required all even his ſtrength of mind, 
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and conſcious genius, to work on upon Rowley 


after reading the following truth! 


At preſent, were a man to endeavour to improve his for- 


« tune, or increaſe his friendſhip, by poetry, he would 


e ſoon feel the anxiety of diſappointment, The preſs 


© lies open, and is a benefactor to every fort of literature 
e but that alone,” 


If C. did endeavour to catch the public by other 

baits, beſides genius, who can blame him? 
What muſt have been the ſenſations of C.'s 
feeling mind when he read (July, p. 389) that 
5 the 


„ 
the number of ſlaves brought from the coaſt of 
Africa, in one year 1768, between Cape Blanco 
and Rio Congo, by the different European nati- 
ons, amounted to one hundred and four thouſand 
one hundred! Great Britain (the ſeat of freedom) 
53, 100 — France 23, 300 - Holland (after wreſt- 
ing their own freedom from Philip) 17, 300 — 
Portugal 8,700—Britiſh America 6, 300— Den- 
mark 1, 200. How muſt the genius of Rowley 
have fired at ſuch a ſum total of fellow crea- 
tures, made beaſts of burden, only becauſe the 
common Creator had made them of a different 
colour ! | „ 
IIIl-fated Chatterton! Why didſt thou not 
attend to Oreſtes * on the poverty of authors?“ 
(Auguſt, p. 399.) How couldſt thou imagine 
that even thy parts would prevent thy adding one 
to his long but faithful lift of the ſtarved children 
of Genius! Could thy penetrating ſight diſcover 
no truth in his borrowed obſervation, that. 
« we more readily aſſiſt the lame and the blind than a poor 
«© man of genius—for every one is ſenſibly affected with 
de the apprehenſion of blindneſs or lamenefs ; but who is 
in the leaſt dread of the accidents which attend on ge- 
FMT 
Here let me ſtop a moment to reſcue tlie 
world from blame it does not merit. The world 
1s not accountable for the death of every man of 
abilities who has periſhed, however miſerably, 
in 


„ 
in an alehouſe or a priſon. Profligacy and ge- 

nius, ability and prodigality, are not, as many 
imagine, the ſame things. But genius too often 
thinks it neceſſary to be profligate, and profligacy 
often demands to paſs for genius. To behold 
genius confined in a priſon, or ſkulking in an ale- 
houſe, and not to lend relief, were infamous; pro- 
vided the ſpectator could be ſure he was lending 
effectual relief. But, if to reſcue from one priſon, 
be only to give an opportunity to viſit another 
whoſe humanity is ſturdy enough to bear ſuch in- 
ſults even from a friend or from a child? Churchill 
reproached the world with ſuffering Lloyd to pine 
in the Fleet, and Johnſon has moiſtened many 
an eye with the ſufferings of Savage. But the 
world, if it be ever accountable, is only account- 
able for the death of ſuch a being as C. who (let 
his enemies or enviers perſiſt, as they chooſe, in 
aſſerting what they cannot prove) was not extra · 
vagant, was not profligate, was not unprincipled. 
All his profligacy conſiſted in quitting the attor- 
ney's office, and penning Ella“ when he ſhould 
have engroſſed.“ His own extravagance was 
viſhing upon unneceſſary preſents to his grand- 
mother, mother, and ſiſter, a few ſhillings, the 
earnings of his genius, which might otherwiſe, 
perhaps, have ſaved him from ſtarving. Unprin- 
cipled belongs to thoſe who accuſe him of crimes 


without a ſhadow of proof. : 
| n 
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In the Magazine for September, p. 497, is a 
roundelay, for the Jubilee in honour of Shake. 
ſpeare. Let me juſt tranſcribe the firſt ſtanza of 
it, and the firſt ſtanza of the famous Minſtrell's 
Song in lla. Your muſical ear muſt judge 
whether the latter was ſuggeſted by the former, 
| Siſters of the tuneful ſtrain ! 

Attend your parent's jocund tree; 


*Tis fancy calls you, follow me, 
To celebrate the jubilee, 


O! ſing unto my roundelay, 
O! drop the briny tear with me; 
Dance no more on holyday, 

5 Like a running river be. 


My love is dead, 
Gone to his death-bed, 
All under the willow tree, 

If your ear be ſtruck by the cadence, you wi 
be ſtruck not a little, in the remainder of the 
ſong, by a ſtrong refemblance or two of Shake- 
ſpeare, to whom C. 's retentive memory muſt have 
been directed by the ſubje& of the roundelay, 
and by the mention it makes of Deſdemona. 


In Othello (4. 13), Deſdemona ſings, All a 
green willow,” &c. which me ſays her mother's 
maid Barbary © died ſinging.” The burden of 
the ſong in Ella is Alt under the willow tree” 


—and it concludes with 
. J die; 


et 


ft 
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1 
Tai; 1 come; my true- love waits. 
Thus the damſel ſpake and died. 


The original of Deſdemona's ſong (Ce willow, 
«: willow”) is in Percy's Religues, 1. 192. One 
ſtanza (p. 193) is not totally unlike the Minſtrell's 
frſt Which I have juſt tranſcribed—-— 

The cold fream ran by him, 

His eyes wept apace; 


The alt tears fell from him, 
Which drowned his face. 


What follows is ſurely rather more than coin- 
cidence ! - 
Black his hair as the winter night, 
White his cheek as the ſummer ſnow, 


A „ as. — — — 
yo 
* 1 - ' 
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| Whiter 18 my true-love's mroud. 
| Alla. 85 2. wa, 
White his ſhroud as the mountain ſnow, 


Hamlet. 4. 5. 
His beard was as white as ſnow, 


All flaxen was his poll. # 
Hamlet. 4. 5. 
Here, upon my true- love's grave 58 
Shall the barren flowers be laid, | 
Ella. 879. 


3 all with fact 8 ; 
Which bewept to the grave did go, 
With true- love ſhowers, _ 6 | 
My love 1s dead, . 
Gone to his death- bed. | en. 
„ Alla. Burden of the ſong, 
No, no, he is dead, 85 „ 
Go to thy death- bed. - 
* EN Hamlet. 4. 8. 
Ons - 
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One other line has the ſame turn and expreſſign 


as a line of Tickel. 


Hark ! the raven flaps his wing. 
| | Ella. $65, 
And, at her window, — 


The raven flapped his wing. 3 
| Lucy and Colin, 


Have I tired you? But, pray, confeſs there is 
more in the ſimilarity of theſe paſſages, than if 
J were to argue that C. wrote all Rowley, be. 
cauſe in one of R.'s poems there is a line which 
is to be found, word for word, in two other 


poets ſince R. 


And tears began to flow. 
„55 = Sir C. Bawdin, 
And tears began to flow. 
85 Alexander's Feaſt. 
And tears began to flow, . 
- | | Edwin and Angelina, 
So, in another bard 
Right againſt the eaſtern gate. 
Gray. Deſcent of Odin, 
Right againſt the eaſtern pate. | 
N Milton. L'allegro. 
This might happen without even having ſeen the 
lines which are ſo exactly the ſame. Then only) 
it is that we can be ſure we ſee the ſtealing hand 
of memory, or catch the Proteus form of imita- 
tion, when the ſame idea is expreſſed 1 in the ſame 
words. 
Before we go any further, let me juſt ſhew you 
how the account ſtands between Chatterton and 


the Town and Country Magazine for 1769. 
January 


| January. ec bo — — — - - 


February. Account of the tincture of Saxon he- 


3B May, © Cerdick, a Saxon poem; Saxon at- 
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& ralds * and ſome lines © on Mr. Al- 
e cock,” which do not from the ſignature 
appear to be C.“s though EY in his 
Miſcellanies FFC 
March. Ethelgar, a Saxon poem ;” and a MS. 
by Rowley, on the court mantle < 
April, © Kenrick, a Saxon poem ;” and an elegy, 
which does not from the ſignature appear 


to be C's though inſerted 1 in his Miſcel- 
Ane > - 4 


chievements, and Elinoure and Juga 


June. 


July. Some lines to Mr. Holland — S 


e © is 
Sept. * 5 3 . 15 — - - 
Oct. « - „ - - o - 
Nov, « The Hirlas;” and an elegy, which 
does not from the ſignature appear to be 
C.'s though inſerted in his Miſcellanies, 
where I do not find“ the Hirlas,” printed 
in the Magazine, p. 574, with his uſual 
ſignature, D. B. VVV oY 


Dec, The antiquity of Chriſtmas Games,“ 
oh and“ the COP Sytem 


Supplement. « The Hirlas,” an elegy, and ſome 
lines to Mis R. OT WM - 


. 
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You cannot, I am ſure, but obſerve, and with 
ſurprize, how few things he contributed during 
the ſpace of ſome whole months, from May to 
December. How are we to account for this? 
Was his active genius. unemployed during all 
this time, and ſome of it the moſt poetical part 
of the year ? Or did his 


ſpirit haunte 

—with his loved Rowley by his fide, 
Where he might hear the ſwotie nightlark chaunte? 
. of n 2. 581, 


It is certain that in December (p. 623 of the 
Magazine) there is a paſſage in a ſhort article of 
C. 's upon the “ antiquity of Chriſtmas games,“ 
which ſeems clearly meant to prepare the world 
for Alla, Godwin, and the Apoſtate—and who 
can tell for how many more of Rowley's plays? 


A regiſter of the nunnery of Keynſham relates, that, 
William, Earl of Gloceſter, entertained two hundred 
knights with tilts and fortunys, at his great manor of 
Keynſham, provided thirty pies of the eels of Avon, as a 
curious dainty ; and on the twelvth day began the plays 
for the knights by the monks : with miracles and maume- 
ries for the henchmen and fervants, by minſtrels. 
Here is plainly a diſtinction made between maumeries 
and miracles, and the more noble repreſentations compre- 
hended under the name plays. The firſt were the holiday 
entertainments of the vulgar; the other of the barons and 


_ nobility, The private exhibitions at the manors of the ba- 
| rons 


1 


0 


n 


5 
1 


3 


I 


tons were uſually family hiſtories, the monk, who repre- 


ſented the maſter of the family, being arrayed in a tabard 
(or herald's coat without ſleeves) painted with all the hatch- 
ments of the names. In theſe domeſtic performances abſur- 
dities were unavoidable; and in a play wrote by Sir Tibbet 
Gonges“ (an error of the preſs, certainly, for Rowley's 
friend Gorges) “ Conſtance, Counteſs of Bretagne and 


Richmond, marries and buries her three huſbands in the 


compaſs of an hour, Sometimes theſe pieces were merely 
relations, and had only two characters of this kind, as that 
in Weever's funeral monuments. None but the patrons of 
monaſteries had the ſervice of the monks in performing 
plays on holidays; provided the ſame contained nothing 
againſt God or the church, The public exhibitions were 


| ſuperior to the private; the plot generally the life of ſome 
pope, or the founder of the abbey the monks belonged to. 


I have ſeen ſeveral of theſe pieces, MOSTLY LATIN, and 
cannot think our anceſtors ſo ignorant of dramatic excellencies 
as the generality of modern writers would repreſent ; they had 
a good moral in view: and ſome of the maumeries abound 
with wit, which, though low now, was not fo.then,” 


80 much for the T own and Country Maga- 
zine 1769. 

Before I leave Rowley 1 muſt tranſcribe you a 
ſhort paſſage from the Gentleman's Magazine for 
Auguſt 1777, p. 363, which accounts for the fol- 
lowing extraordinary lines in the epiſtle on Ella: 


Playes made from hallie tale I hold unmeete; 
Let ſomme great ſtory of a manne be ſonge: 
Whanne as a manne we Godde and Jeſus treate, 
In wie pore mynde we doe the Godhedde wronge. 
X 2 „J have 
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« J have hinted, that it is often impoſſible to diftinguiſk 
between coincidence and imitation ; nevertheleſs, I ſhould 
ſuppoſe the foregoing lines much more likely to have been 


written by one who had ſeen the following paſſage of Vol. 


ſius, than by one who had not. I am of opinion, ſays he, 


that it is butter to chuſe another argument than ſacred: for it 


agrees not with the majefly of ſacred things to be made a play 
and a fable. It is alſo a work of very dangerous conſequence to 


mingle human inventions with things ſacred : becauſe the poet 


adds uncertainties of his own, ſometimes falfities 3 which is not 
only to play with poly things, but alſo to graft in men's minds 


opinions now and then falſe. T heſe things have place eſpecially, 
 whenwe bring in God or Chriſt ſpeaking or treating of the my/- 


teries of religion, Now Rowley could not have ſeen Voſhus 
for Voſſius was contemporary with Grotius, who was born in 
1583. It may be thought very unlikely that Chatterton, the 


youth who is ſaid to have produced theſe poems as the com- 
poſition of Rowley, ſhould have ſeen any work of Voſſius: it 
is, however, not unlikely that he had ſeen this paſſage in the 

place from whence I have quoted it; viz, Lives of the Poets 


(12mo, vol. ii. p. 14. Life of Francis Goldſmith) ; a book 
of which a young reader might very probably be poſſeſſed” -» 


>——A book, I will add, which we may con- 
clude our Magliabechi, juſt commencing the 
life of a poet, whether he poſſeſſed it or not, 
had certainly read, 


One other queſtion remains to be anſwered— 


It may be aſked why C.'s own Miſcellanies are 


inferior to Rowley? Let me aſk another queſtion | 
 —Fre they inferior? Genius, abilities, applica- 


tion we may bring into the world with us; theſe 
rare 
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rare ingredients may be mixed up in our compo- 
ſitions by the hand of Nature. But Nature her- 
elf cannot create a human being poſſeſt of a 
complete knowledge of our world almoſt the 
moment he is born into it, Is. the knowledge 
of the world which his Miſcellanies contain no 
proof of his aſtoniſhing quickneſs in ſeizing 
every thing he choſe? Is it remembered when: 


and at what age C. for the firſt time quitted 


Briſtol, and how few weeks he lived afterwards? 
C.s Letters and Miſcellanies, and every thing 
which the warmeſt advocate for Rowley will not 
deny to have been C.'s, exhibit an inſight into 
men, manners, and things, for the want of which: 


in their writings, authors, who have died old 
men, with more opportunities to know the world. 


(who could have tewer than C.?) have. been: 


thought to make amends by other merits. 


Again in his own character, he painted for 
bookſellers and bread; in Rowley's, for fame 


and eternity. Why are a boy's 74ſt at ſchool 


inferior to what he writes for his amuſement ?—- 
Then it is not impoſſible that he might deſign - 
edly under-write himſelf. He certainly did, when 
he wrote © Ladgate's anſwer to the ſong of Ella.“ 
—After all, he was no modern; the boy was 
born an antient. And he knew mankind well 

RES X 3 enough. 
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enough to ſee, that, in the preſent age, there 
was a greater facility of emergence from obſcu- 
rity to fame, through the channel of curioſity, 
for a monk of the 1 5th century, than for a ſex. 
ton's ſon of the 18th. Shame upon that age, 
which ſtill perſiſts in bearing teſtimony to his 
knowledge of it! 

Suffer me to indulge my whim in running a 
ſhort parallel between this boy and our great 


Milton. Some ſimilitudes, and ſome diſſimili- 


tudes, will not fail to ſtrike your nice eye. 


Milton enjoyed every Chatterton wanted every 
advantage not only of pri- advantage of every poſlble 


vate, but of public, not education. 
only of domeſtic, but of 
foreign education. 


M. in his youth receive Ci. became his own teach- 
ed ſuch inſtructions from er, and his own ſchoolmaſ- 
teachers and ſchoolmaſters, ter, before other children 
that, in his age, he was are ſubjects for inſtruction; 

| able to become a ſchool- and never knew any other, 
maſter, and a teacher to 
others, | ” 
M.'s juvenile writings Few if any of M. “s ju- 


would not have juſlified a venile writings would have 


.prophecy of Paradiſe Loſt, been owned by C. at leaſt 


But the author of them by Rowley, could he have 
flatters himſelf, by dating paſt for the author of them, 
his life 15, till he had turn- e 
ed 16. 

5 M. did 


JF 
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M. did not produce Co- 


nus much earlier than in his 


26th year, ſince it was firſt 
preſented at Ludlow in 
1634; and he was born in 
1608. In 1645, when he 
was 37, Allegro and Pen- 


ſeroſo firſt appeared In 


165 5, when he was 47, af- 
ter long chufing and begin- 
ning late, he ſet himſelf to 
turn a ſtrange thing, called 
a myſtery, into an epic 
poem; which was not com- 
pleated in leſs than C. “s 
whole active exiſtence, ſince 
the copy was not fold till 
April 1667, and then con- 
ſiſted only of 10 books, 
With all its glorious per- 


fections, Paradiſe Loſt con- 


tains puerilities, to which 
C. was a ſtranger. In 3 
| years more, when he was 

62, appeared M.'s Hiſtory 
of England. Paradiſe Re- 


gained and Samſon were 


publiſhed in the ſame year. 
Lycidas J had forgotten. 
It was written in his 2gth 
year. That propriety of 


C. not ſuffered to be 
long cbuſing, or to begin late, 
in 17 years and 9 months, 


reckoning from his cradle 


to his grave, produced the. 
volume of Rowley's poems, 
his volume of Miſcellanies, 
and many things which are 
not printed, beſides what 
his indignation tore in 

pieces, the day he ſpurned 
at the world, and threw 
himſelf on the anger of 
his Creator, 
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character and ſituation, 
d Which C. can ſeldom have 
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violated, or he would not 
to this moment deceive 
ſuch and ſo many men, 
M. ſeldom preſerves in Ly- 


cCidas,—If in the courſe of 


an exiſtence almoſt four 
times longer than C. 's, this 


man ¶ Fallen on evil days and 


evil tongues, with leſs truth 


than C.) who bore no fruit 


worth gathering till after 
the age at which C. was 


withered by the hand of 


death—If, I ſay, this great 
man produced other wri- 
tings, he will not quarrel 
that pollerity has forgotten 
them ; if he ſhould, poſte- 
rity will ſtill forget them. 


M.'s MSS. preſerved. 


at Cambridge, bear teſti- 


mony to his frequent and 


commendable correction. 


M. as Elwood relates, 


could never bear to hear 
| P. Loſt 


What time could C. have 
found for alteration or cor- 
rection, when I maintain 
that any boy who ſhould 
only have fairly tranſcribed, 
before his 18th year, all 


that C. before his 18th year 


invented and compoſed, 
would be conſidered to de- 
ſerve the reputation of di- 
ligence, and the praiſe of 

application. 
If C. much earlier in lie 
than M. was calculated 
either 


M. more from inclina- 


| tion than want of bread, it 
| ſeems, entered into party 
| diſputes, whether a king 
might be lawfully behead- 
ed, &c. with a ſervility and 
| a virulence, and let out his 
| praiſe to hire with a mean- 
| neſs, at all periods of his 
| liſe, which the worſt ene- 
mies of C. cannot prove 
{ him to have equalled. 


M. in affluence (if com- 
pared with others beſide 


C.) felt on his brows 


thoſe laurels which others 


| could not ſee; and was 
| perſuaded, that, “by la- 


« bour and intenſe ſtudy, 
« his portion in this life, 


„he might leave ſome- 


e thing ſo written to after- 
„ times, as they ſhould 
% not willingly let it die.“ 

P, Loſt produced, the 


author and his widow only 


28 pounds, The meaner, 
more ſervile, and more ver- 
ſatile abilities of the au- 
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P. Loft preferred before P. 
Regained, —He is known 
to have pronouuced Dryden 
| to be no poet. 


either to be an anthor or 
a critic, had not poſſeſſed. 
a chaſter judgment, he 
would not ſtill impoſe on ſo 
many critics and authors. 
C. in order to procure 
bread for himſelf, a grand- 
mother, mother, and ſiſter, 
was ready to prove the pa- 


triotiſm of Bute or of Beck- 


ford, in writings, which 
older men need not bluſh 


to own, and in an age 


when older men did not 
bluſh at ſuch a pre Hon. 


Ci. ſteeped to the lips in 
poverty, entertained, long 
before he had lived 18 
years, ideas, hopes, per- 
ſuaſions (by labour and in- 
tenſe ſtudy, more truly his 

portion in this life than 
M.'s) of living to all eter- 
nity in the memory of 

Fame, 


Mr. Catcott REP Hh 
rett muſt inform the world 
whether Rowley's poems 


and his own together pro- 


cured C. 28 ſhillings, 
thor 
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thor produced him indeed 
enough to be deprived of 
four thouſand pounds by 


ill fortune, and to leave 
15 hundred pounds to his 


family. 

Phillips relates of M. 
from his own mouth, that 
„ his vein never happily 
«« flowed but from the au- 
% tumnal equinox to the 
«+ vernal.”-——Richardſon 


writes, that his poetical 


« faculty would on a ſud- 
« den ruſh upon him with 
4 an impetus or æſtrum.“ 
M. when a man, ſeldom 
drank any thing ftrong— 
he ate with . delicacy and 
temperance, 


M. 's hiftorians and 
grand-daughter admit his 
moroſeneſs to his children, 

| and 


What is ſaid of C. and 
of the moon's effect upon 
him, you have read. 


c. hen a boy, hardly 


ever touched meat, and 


_ drank only water: when 


a child he would often 


| refuſe to take any thing 
but bread 
even if it did happen that 


and water, 


his mother had a hot meal, 


% becauſe he had a work 


« in hand, and he muſt 


« not make himſelf more 
« ſtupid than God had 


« made him.” 


_ C.'s mother, his ſiſter, 


and his letters can ſpeak 
beſt of his heart, and of 


his 


a 
th 


— 
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and that he would not let his wiſhes that his ſiſter. 
them learn to write. might learn every thing. 


Into this parallel C.'s literary impoſitions on 
| mankind, and the circumſtance of his carrying 

the ſecret out of the world with him, are not 

taken, 

Before I conclude this long ſcrawl, ſuffer me 

to obſerve, that the brother of him who wrote 
the eſſay on the genius of Pope (of whom tn 
both, whether deſervedly or undeſervedly, 
have received from tne hands of literature that 
independence for which Chatterton courted her) 
might ſurely have concluded his criticiſm on 
Rowley, without ſtudying to heap ſo many epi- 
thets of abhorrence upon that boy, whom at the 5 
ſame time he ſeems to conſider as Rowley, i. e. as 
the moſt extraordinary inſtance of genius the 
world ever ſaw, Warton finiſhes with ſaying, 
that Chatterton was © an (1) adventurer, a pro- 


1d 
on 


* feſſed (2) hireling in the trade of literature, 
« full of (3) projects and invention, (4) artful, 


« (5) enterprizing, (6) unprincipled, (7) indi- 
5 60 gent, and (8) compelled to ſubſiſt by expe- 
ad « dients.“ (Addition to p. 164. Hiſt. of Eng, 
poetry, vol. 2.) That prophets are not honoured 
2 in their own country I have heard; but I never 


of till now knew that poets are fo litttle honoured 
is 2 in 
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in their own country and in their own profeſſion 
After all—of theſe epithets and phraſes beſtowed 
by the author of the Triumph of 1s, in the moſt 
mature and charitable part of his life, upon the 
juvenile author of Rowley's poems, 1. 2. 8. do not 
convey very ſhocking ideas of criminality 
3. 4. 5. may be conſtrued into praiſe—7, is not 
a very unpardonable fault in C. except that this, 
together with ambition and a deſire to provide 
for his grand-mother, mother, and ſiſter, laid 
the foundation of the ſix crimes already enume- 
rated—6. is abſolute falſe. 

With regard to C.'s face and perſon, all agrec 
that he was a manly, good-looking boy—that 
there was ſomething about him, which inſtanta- 
neouſly prepoſſeſſed you in his favour. Mr. 
Barrett and Mr. Catcott, as well as all who re- 
member him, ſpeak particularly of his eye. Cat- 


cott ſays he could never look at it long enough 


to ſee what ſort of an eye it was; but it ſeemed 
to be a kind cf a hawk's eye, he thinks. You 
could ſee his foul through it.—Mr. Barrett lays, 
he took particular notice of his eyes from the 
nature of his profeſſion. He never ſaw ſuch, 
One was ſtill more remarkable than the other, 
You might fee the fire roll at the bottom of them, 
as you ſometimes do-in a black eye, but never 
in grey ones, which his were, Mr, Barrett 

adds, 
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adds, that he uſed often to ſend for him from the 


charity-ſchool (which is cloſe to his houſe) and 
differ from him in opinion, on purpoſe to make 
him earneſt, and to ſee how wonderfully his eye 
would ſtrike fire, kindle, and blaze up... 

So ends what I have to ſay about Chatterton, 
when I ſhall have juſt obſerved that his innocent 
impoſition on the world is exactly the ſtory of 
M. Angelo's buried ſtatue of Cupid , and, finally, 
that Miſs More is oftener boaſted by Briſtol, and 
acquired more fame and wealth, for an Ode 10 
Garrick's dog, than C. for all R.'s poems. Prefix 
to this letter, if you pleaſe, the comforting diſco- 
very of Lord Shafteſbury in his Characteriſtics, 
that an ingenious man never flarves unknown.” 
Such a being as C. ſhould not have been ſuffered 
to ſtarve at all. But comfort like this is to be 
expected from“ Knights and Barons.“ 


Bards may be Lords, but 'tis not in the cards, 
Play as you will, to turn Lords into Bards. 


The employment has been of the ſervice to me 
you meant it ſhould. In ſome meaſure I have 


| forgotten myſelf, and, as much as it was poſſible, 


torgotten my M. during the hours I have ſpent 
upon this buſineſs. If the ſtory be not told as re- 
gularly as it might, the ſituation of my mind 


with regard to you mult be my excuſe. Beſide, 
| Vere I cold enough to tell ſuch a tale as Chat- 


„ terton's 


(2 


terton's with as much regularity as I put a com- 
mon occurrence upon paper, I ſhould deſpiſe 
myſelf. All I ſhall further add is, that I do not 
hold out Chatterton as the firſt character in the 
world. An army of Macedonian and Swediſh 
butchers, indeed, fly before him; nor does my 
memory ſupply me with any human being who, 
at ſuch an age, with ſuch diſadvantages, has 
produced ſuch compoſitions . Under the heathen 
mythology, ſuperſtition and admiration would 


Mohammed, it is true, with hardly the uſual education 
of his illiterate tribe, unable (as was imagined, and he pre. 
tended) even to read or write, forged the KoR AN; which 
is to this day the moſt elegant compoſition in the Arabic 
language, and its ſtandard of excellence. Upon the ar- 
gument of improbability, that a man ſo illiterate ſhould 
compoſe a book ſo admired, Mohammed artfully reſted 
the principal evidence of his Koran's divinity. (Sale's 
4% Koran, P. Diſcourſe, p. 42. 60.) He who, merely 
from improbability, denies Chatterton to be the author 
of Rowley's Poems, muſt go near to admit God to be the 
author of the Koran, — But, before we compare together 
Chatterton and Mohammed, it ſhould be remembered that 
M. was forty when he commenced prophet.—Perhaps the 
moſt extraordinary circumſtance about M. is that even fa- 
miliarity could not ſubject him to contempt ; that he con- 
trived to be a hero, and prophet, even to his wives and 
his walets de chambre. Even his fits of the epilepſy he 
converted into proofs of his divine miſſion. It is pro- 
bable, that, if Mohammed had been leſs falacious, and not 
ſubje& to the falling ſickneſs, out of thirty equal diviſions 
of the known world, whereof Chriſtianity claims five, and 
Paganiſm nineteen, the inhabitants of ſix would not nov 


believe in the Koran. 


5 


have explained all by bringing Apollo upon 
earth. Nor would the god ever have deſcended 
with more credit to himſelf, But, after all, the 
world is only indebted to Chatterton for a few 
inimitable poems. If barbarity and fanataciſm 


be ſuffered to deſtroy mankind, genius will write 


in vain, when there 1s none to read, To pre- 
ſerve our fellow creatures is ſtill a greater praiſe 
than to inſtruct or to amuſe them. Perhaps, all 
circumſtances conſidered, the firſt character that 
| ever exiſted was Bartholomew las Caſas.—— 


Let'me conclude theſe tedious ſheets of paper 
with a moſt capital ſubje& for a painter, from 


| Chatterton's tournament, which you may add to 


the ſubjects I have before ſuggeſted to you, It 


| will ſurprize you to find how very modern it is. 
The advocates for Rowley muſt explain this to 
you, if they can, and if R. has ſtill any advo- 


| cates; for I do aſſure you, as you will find by 


turning to the poem, that I have only altered 
| four words, and thoſe only by changing them 
for Chatterton's words of explanation in his 
notes to the poem. 


When battle, ſteaming with new-quicken'd gore, 
Bending with ſpoils and bloody + dropping head, 
Did the dark wood of eaſe and reſt explore, 

| n to lie on pleaſure's downy Demo 
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Pleaſure, dancing from her wood, 
Wreath'd with flowers of eglantine, 
From his viſage waſhed the blood. 
Hid his ſword and gaberdine. 


* K 


— 


The note I riſqued yeſterday you got I hope, 


If you had not anſwered my laſt but one, 1 


ſhould certainly have thrown this bundle of pa- 
pers into the fire. Since you are now a good 
girl again, I fend them to you. May they af. 
ford you any thing like entertainment! It was 
but laſt night I finiſhed them.—Adieu,—Much 
as I dread the expedition, to-morrow 1 belieye 
muſt be the dax. 
17 February, 79. 


LETTYR I 
To the Sau. 


5 At ſea—20 February, 1779. 
My dear little angel! I wrote my laſt letter to 
you yeſterday at 11 O clock, juſt when: we failed. 
I dined 


Hirlzs, by Chatterton, Town and Country Magazine, No- 
vember, p. 575. To ſuppoſe C. to have intentionally imi- 


tated, or ſtolen from Rowley, is nonſenſe; becauſe then he 
would have ftolen all R.'s poems, and paſt them off for his 
own. Stronger reſemblances than this might be pointed 
out between C.'s things and (what will not much longer, 
I truſt, be called) Rowley's. One I have mentioned before. 
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T dined at two o'clock, and, as for the afternoon, 
I had ſome muſic. I have my own ſervant on 


board that plays, and a couple of hands from 


London for the ſix weeks I am out, 'We were 


a good many at dinner. I had about nine people 


yeſterday, and ſhall have more when the reſt of 


my ſquadron join me. They ſtaid with me till 


near ſeven. I got to ſupper about ꝙ o'clock ; 


but I could not eat, and fo got to bed about 10 


Il then prayed for you, my deareſt love; kiſſed 


your deareſt little hair; and lay down, and 


dreamt. of you; and had you on the dear little 
couch ten thouſands times in my arms, kiſſing 


you and telling you how much I loved and adored 


you; and you ſeemed pleaſed ; but, alas, when 
{ woke I found it all dillyfon—no body by me 


but myſelf at ſea. I roſe by time, at half paſt 


five, and went upon deck. There I found my 
friend Billy, and walked with him for about an 
hour, till Barrington came to me. We then break- 
faſted about 8 o'clock, and by g I began and ex- 
erciſed the ſhips under my command till 12. It is 
now one, and when I finiſh this letter to you, my 
dear love, I ſhall dreſs and go to dinner at two 


o'clock. It is a rule on board to dine at two, 


breakfaſt at 8, and ſup at g—always, if nothing 
hinders me, I ſhall be abed by 10, or ſoon after, 
a and 
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and up by half paſt five in the morning, in order 
to have, if there is any occaſion, orders ready for 
the fleet under my command before I begin to 
exerciſe them. I am ſure the accountof this day's 
duty can be no pleaſure to you, my love; yet it 
is exactly what I have done; and as I promiſed 
you always to let you know my motions and my 
thoughts, I have now performed my promiſe this 
day to you, and always will until the very laſt 
letter you ſhall have from me, which will be be- 
tween 5 and 6 weeks hence, I ſhall ſend the 
Admiralty word that I am arrived at Spithead. 
Then 1 ſhall only wait for their anſwer, which 
will be with me in a few hours, to ſtrike my flag 
 ——— and then I ſhall return to you that inſtant, 
O' my love, mad and happy beyond my ſelf to 


tell you how I lave you and have thought of you 


ever ſince I have been ſeparated from you! The 
wind being contrary to-day about one, I put off 
dinner till three o'clock, in order to anchor ſhips 
for this night in Portland road, juſt off Wey- 
mouth, about 2 miles. I hope to ſail to-morrow 


by 5 in the morning. I hope you are well. I 


am ſure I need not tell you I have had nothing 1n 
my thoughts but your dear ſelf, and long for the 
time to come back again to you. I will, all the 
while, take care of myſelf becauſe you defire, my 
dcar little friend does, the angel of my heart! 


2 pray | 
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pray do you take care of your dear ſelf for the 
ſake of your faithful ſervant, who lives but to love 
you, to adore you, and to bleſs the moment that 
he has made you generous enough to own him. 
I hope, my dear, nay I will dare to fay, you never 
will have reaſon to repent it. The wind was not 
ſo contrary but we could have failed on : but I 
told Barrington that as it was not fair, I would 
anchor, eſpecially as I could fend one of my fri- 
cates in, for that I had diſpatches of conſequence 
to ſend to London. Indeed, my dear angel, I 
need not tell you. I know you read the reaſon 
too well that made me do ſo. It was to write to 
you, for God knows I have wrote to none elſe, 
nor ſhall I to any other but to the King. God 
bleſs you, moſt amiable and deareſt little crea- 
ture living—aimons toujours mon adorable petite 


amour, —” 

Je vous adore pluſque la vie meſme. 

I have been reading for about an hour this 
morning in Prior, and find theſe few lines, juſt 
now, applicable to us. 8 5 


How oft had Henry chang'd his ſly diſguiſe, 
Unmark'd by all but beauteous Harriet's eyes; 
Oft had found means alone to ſee the dame, 
And at her feet to breathe his am'rous flame; 
And oft the pangs of abſence to remove 
By letters, ſoft interpreters of love, 
| Till 
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Till time and induſtry (the mighty two 
That bring our wiſhes nearer to our view) 
Made him perceive that the inclining fair 
Receiv'd his vows with no reluctant ear; | 
That Venus had confirm'd her equal reign, 
And dealt to Harriet's heart a ſhare of Henry's pin, 


Such 1s my amuſement to read thoſe ſort of 
things that puts me in mind of our mutual feel. 
ings and ſituations. Now, God bleſs you, till | 
ſhall again have an opportunity of ſending to you, 
1 ſhall write to you a letter a day as many days as 
you miſs herein of me when I do they ſhall all 
come Friday 16 June, God bleſs—I ſhan't for- 
get you. God knows you have told ſo before 
I have your heart, and it lies warm in my breaſt, 
I hope mine feels as eaſy to 1 thou joy of my 
life. Adieu. 


Well, my M.—how like you my pen to-day ? 
Don't you think ] am improved? In time! ſhall 
come to write ſuch letters as may appear in print. 
Were you not ſurprized to read a letter dated at 
ſea; and to find me write about my ſquadron, 
and the King, and the Lord knows what? 
when we parted but yeſterday within the bills 
of mortality.—Come, Pll now put off my malk. 
The hopes you gave me N of ſo ſoon 


calling 
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calling you mine, and to-day's uncommon fine- 
nels, had quite inſpired me with good fpirits. A 
copy of the letter I have juſt tranſcribed was 
given me laſt night; and, as I promiſed to write 
to you to-day, I thought it would amuſe you 
more than any thing I could ſay. It has blood 


royal in it, I aſſure you; and I'll take my bible 


oath of its authenticity. When you have nobody 
by you but yourſelf, 1 think it will make you laugh. 
Compare this King's brother with my ſexton's 
ſon ; who, during the compoſition of this letter, 


was writing Rowley's poems. Where I could 


make it naſe by ſtopping it, I have, The origi- 
nal 1s all written poſt. Cupid never. ſtops to 
bait. Then he has no eyes, you know; which 

is an excuſe for bad ſpelling, and confuſion in 
the ſenſe. Poor blind boy! It's very well he 
can contrive to write at all. With regard to 
ſome of it, we are ſtill in the dark; but Lady G. 


| made it out, I dare ſay. Oh Love, almighty 
Love! with what eloquence does adoration of 


thee inſpire thy votaries ! 

Now, in my own character. What you defired 
ſo earneſtly ſhall certainly be done. As to the 
diſparity of our years, what you ſaid about it yeſ- 
terday did honour to your heart, but was all 


nothing to the purpoſe. My mind is made up. 


Beſides, I knew your age all along. Do you re- 
member 
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member ſome ſufficiently bald poetry, with the 
reading of which I taxed your patience when I 
was quartered at * Huntingdon, I believe ? May 
I be hanged, drawn, and quartered, if I did not, 
at the time I wrote it, know as well as yourſelf 
how many years you were older than I' But I 
well knew you were not acquainted with my age; 


which, by thoſe lines, I hoped to conceal from 


you, Then I thought, if you ſhould ſuſpect or 
come to know I was younger than you, that 
though the idea (as you will ſee, unleſs you have 
committed them to the flames they merit) turns, 
in fact, upon our being born in the ſame year, on 
the ſame day almoſt——yet, that you might take 
it to turn upon the circumſtance of our b:rth- 
days happening almoſt together; and ſo over- 


look, in conſidering the nearneſs of our birth- 


days, the diſparity of our ages. 

But it's uſeleſs to ſay a word more to me on 
this ſubje&t—all you pointed out I ſee—and I am 
determined. Remember Ninon. You are not 
quite old enough to be my mother. 


See Letter XVII. The Editor cannot but obſerve, 
that if Mr. H. had not, in this ſubſequent letter, by the 


mereſt accident in the world, explained thoſe lines, they 


would have thrown an unjuſt ſuſpicion of ſuppoſitiouſneſs 


on this whole volume, and few people would have be- 
| heved thoſe letters to have been genuine, from one of 


which it was ſo clear, that H. was ſo very ignorant of 
Miſs =—="$ age. es 
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By the day after to-morrow I hope to be able 
to tell you your buſineſs is done.—Of that ſong 
which I gave you ſome time ago, and with which 
you are often kind enough to treat me, I have 
diſcovered the author. You know what I mean 
When your beauty appears, &c.“ It was 
written by the elegantly-ſimple Parnell. 


Let me to-day ſend you another, which as I 
never heard you ling it, I ſuppoſe you have never 


ſcen—otherwiſe, from what I know of your taſte, 
it muſt have been your favourite. 


The moans of the foreſt after the battle of F lodden-field, 


I have heard a lilting, at the ewes milking, 

A' the laſſes lilting before break of day; 

But now there's a moaning, in ilka green loning, 
Since the flowers of the foreſt are weeded away : 


At 


Lilting] Singing chearfully, with a briſk lively air, in a 


ſtyle peculiar to the Scots ; whoſe muſic, being compoſed 
for the bagpipe, jumps over the diſcordant notes of the 2d 
and 7th, in order to prevent the jarring which it would 
otherwiſe produce with the drone or baſs, which conſtantly 
ſounds an oRave to the key note. Hence this kind of com- 
poſition is commonly ſtyled a Scotch //t.—* A'] All, 
Alfa] Each.“ Loning] Lane; a word ſtill in uſe in the 


northern parts. The word green is peculiarly emphati- 
cal; grown over with graſs, by not being frequented, — 


* Bughts 
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At bughts in the morning, nae bly the lads are ſcorning, 
Our laſſes are lonely, and dowie, and wae: 
Nae dafling, nae gabbing, but ſighing and ſobbing, 
Ilka laſs lifts her leglin and hies her away, 


In har'ſt at the ſhearing, nae ſwankies are jeering, 
Our banſters are wrinkled and lyard and grey: 
At a fair or a preaching, nae wooing, nae fleetching, 
Since the flowers of the foreſt are weeded away. 


At e'en in the gloming, nae youngſters are roaming 
Bout ſtacks with the laſſes at boggles to play; | 


But ilka laſs fits dreary, lamenting her deary, 
Since the flowers of the foreſt are weeded away, 


Dool and wae fa? the order— ſent our lads to the border! 


The Engliſh for once by a guile won the day: 


The flowers of the foreſt, that ſhone aye the foremoſt, 
The pride of our land now ligs cauld in the clay! 


We'll ha? nae mair lilting, at the ewes milking, 
Our women and bairns now fit dowie and wae : 
There's nought heard but moaning in ilka green loning, 
Since the flowers of the foreſt are weeded away. 


© Bughts] Circular folds, where the ewes are milked. — 


© Scorning] Bantering, jeering.—* Dowie] Dowly, ſoli- 
tary,—* Wae] Full of woe or forrow.—* Daping] Wag 
giſn ſporting.—* Gabbing] Jeſtingly prating, talking gib- 
ble-gabble.—* Leglin) Can, or milking-pail.—* Swarkes) 
Swains.—* Banſters] Bandſters, binders up of the ſheaves. 
—* Lyard) Hoary ; being all old men.—* Apreaching] A 


preaching in Scotland is not unlike a country fair.— 


« Fleetching] Fawning, fattering.—Glooming] Glimmer- 


ing, twilight, —Do you remember Chatterton's note on 


glommed, in my letter about him ?—* Deol] Dolour, ſor- 
row." Mae fa] Woe befal, evil betide.— Ligs] Lies.“ 
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LETTER OM 


To the Same. 


24th February, 1779. 

Since we parted yeſterday I have thought a 
good deal of what we talked about. Though I 
did not promiſe to write to you till to-morrow, 
] take up my pen you ſee this morning. The 
buſineſs that is to forward our marriage (which 
can alone make me happy, and remove that me- 
lancholy you obſerve) cannot be done till the 


evening—ſo I may as well ſpend this morning in 


talking to you upon paper, 
The manner in which you account for the ſelf- 
deſtruction of that moſt wonderful boy Chatter- 
ton is phyſical, I aſſure you, as well as ſenſible, 
Tiffot, in his eſſay on the diſeaſes incident to li- 
terary perſons, ſtarts ſome ideas very much like 
your's; only they are wrapped up in harder 
words, You ſhall ſee: _ 0, 


When the mind, long time occupied, has forcibly impreſſed 
an action upon the brain, ſhe is unable to repreſs that for- 
cible action. The ſhock continues after its cauſe; and, re- 
acting upon the mind, makes it experience ideas which are 


truly delirious. For they no longer anſwer to the external 


impreſſions of objects, but to the internal diſpoſition of the 
brain, ſome parts of which are now. become incapable to 


receive the new movements tranſmitted to it by the ſenſes, 


2 The 


( 254 ) 


The brain of Paſchal was ſo vitiated by paſſing his life 
in the laborious exerciſes of ſtudy, thought, and imagi. 
nation, that certain fibres, agitated by inceſſant motion, 
made him perpetually feel a ſenſation which ſeemed to be 
excited by a gulph of fire ſituated on one fide of him; and 
his reaſon, overpowered by the diſorder of his nerves, could 
never baniſh the idea of this fiery abyſs. Spinello painted 
the fall of the rebel angels, and gave ſo fierce a countenance 
to Lucifer, that he was ſtruck with horror himſelf; and 
during the remainder of his life, his imagination was conti. 
nually haunted by the figure of that dæmon, upbraiding him 

with having made his portrait ſo hideous. Gaſpar Barlæus, 
the orator, poet, and phyſician, was not ignorant of theſe 


dangers, He warned his friend Hughens againſt them, 


But, blind with regard to himſelf, by immoderate ſtudies 
he ſo weakened his brain, that he thought his body was 
made of butter, and carefully ſhunned the fire, left it ſhould 
melt him; till at laſt, worn out with his continual fears, he 
leapt into a well, Peter Jurieu, ſo famous in theological 
diſpute, and for his commentary on the apocalypſe, dif- 
ordered his brain in ſuch a manner that, tho' he thought 
like a man of ſenſe in other reſpects, he was firmly per- 
ſuaded his frequent fits of the cholic were occaſioned by a 
conſtant engagement between feven horſemen who were ſhut 
up in his belly, There have been many inſtances of literary 
perſons who thought themſelves metamorphoſed into lan- 
terns; and who complained of having loſt their thighs, 


No one can deny that Chatterton muſt have 


gone through as much wear and tear of the 


imagination as any perſon Tiſſot mentions, But 
I: would give a good deal, were it poſſible for 
5 . | me 
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me never again to think about Chatterton, ar 
about his death, as long as I live —for I never 
do without being miſerable. 


What you let fall about the propenſity of the 
Engliſh to ſuicide, 1s not true; though a very 
popular idea, And yet I will relate to you, in 
the words of another perſon, an inſtance of 
Engliſh ſuicide much more cool and deliverate 
than any you ever heard, I dare ſay, It is a fact, 
and happened in 17322 


Richard Smith, a bookbinder, and priſoner for debt with- 
in the liberties of the King's Bench, perſuaded his wife to 
follow his example, in making away with herſelf, after they 
had murdered their little infant, This wretched pair were 
in the month of April found hanging in their bed-chamber 
at about a yard's diſtance from each other; and in a ſeparate 
apartment the child lay dead in a cradle. They left two 
papers. incloſed in a ſhort letter to their landlord, whoſe 
kindneſs they implored in favour of their dog and cat. 
They even left money to the porter who ſhould carry the 
incloſed papers to the perſon to whom they were addreſſed. 
In one of theſe the huſband thanked that perſon for the 
marks of friendſhip he had received at his hands; and 
complained of the ill offices he had undergone from a dif- 
ferent quarter. The other papers ſubſcribed by the huſband 
and wife contained the reaſons which induced them to act 
ſuch a tragedy on themſelves and their offspring. This let- 
ter was altogether ſurprizing for the calm reſolution, the 
good humour, and the propriety with which it was written. 


They declared, that they withdrew themſelves from poverty 
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and rags; evils that, through a train of unlucky accideng, 
were become inevitable, They appealed to their neigh. 
bours for the induſtry with which they had endeavoured 
to earn a livelihood, They juſtified the murder of their 
child, by ſaying, it was leſs cruelty to take her with 
them, than to leave her friendleſs in the world, expoſed 
to ignorance and miſery, They profeſſed their belief and 
confidence in an Almighty God, the fountain of goodnef; 
and beneficence, who could not poſſibly take delight in 
the miſery of his creatures: they therefore reſigned up 
their lives to him without any terrible apprehenſions; 
ſubmitting themſelves to thoſe ways, which, in his good- 
neſs, he ſhould appoint after death.— Theſe unfortunate 
ſuicides had been al ways induſtrious and frugal, invincably 
koneſt, and remarkable ſor corjugal affection. 


This tragedy I have ſhown you, becauſe ! 
think France, lively France, in whoſe language 
ſuicide is an Angliciſin, can ſupply me with an 
anecdote, as authentic, of ſomething ftill more 
cool, and more deliberate; fince the motives to 
the crime (to which no motive can be ſufficiently 
ſtrong) were ſo much weaker.— 


On the day before Chriſtmas. day 1773; about 
eleven clock, two ſoldiers came to the Cross- 
Bow inn at St. Dennis, and ordered dinner. Bor 
deaux, one of the ſoldiers, went out and bought : 
little paper of powder, and a couple of bullets, 


obſerving to the perſon who ſold them to him, 


that St. Dennis ſeemed to be ſo pleaſant a place, 
he 


CY pouy 
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he ſhould not diſlike to ſpend the remainder of 
his life there. Returning to the inn, he and his 
companion paſſed the day together very merrily. 
On Chriſtmas-day they again dined as merrily, 
ordered wine, and about five o'clock in the 


afternoon, were found by the fire, on breaking 


open the door, fitting on the oppoſite ſides of 


a table, whereon were three empty champaign 


bottles, the following will and letter, and a half 


| crown, They were both ſhot through the head; 


two piſtols lay upon the floor. The noiſe of the 
piſtols brought up the people of the houſe, who 
immediately ſent for M. de Rouilleres, the com- 


mandant of the marechauſſee at St. Dennis. 


The will I tranſlated myſelf from a formal 


copy which was taken for a friend of mine at St. 


Dennis in 177 ++ 
The WI I. I. 


A man who knows he is to die, ſhould take care to do 
every thing which his ſurvivors can wiſh him to have done. 
We are more particularly in that ſituation. Our inten- 
tion is to prevent uneaſineſs to our hoſt, a 4 0 as to 
lighten the labours of thoſe whom curioſity, under pretence 
of form and order, will bring hither to pay us viſits. 

Humain is the bigger, and I, Bordeaux, am the leſſer of 
the two. 

He is drum-major of meſtre de camp des dragons, and I 
am fimply a dragoon of Belzunce, 


Z3 1 EIS Death 
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Death is a paſſage. I addreſs to the gentleman of the 
law of St. Dennis (who, with his firſt clerk as aſſiſtant, 
muſt come hither for the ſake of juſtice) the principle, 
which, joined to the reflexion that every thing wut have 
an end, put theſe piſtols into our hands. The future pie. 
ſents nothing to us but what 1 15 egrecable— Vet that future 
15 ſhort, and muſt end. 


Humain is but 24 years of age; as for me, I have not 
yet completed four luſtres. No particular reaſon forces 


us to interrupt our career, except the diſguſt we feel at 


exiſting for a moment under the continual apprehenſion of 
ceaſing to exiſt. An eternity is the point of re- union; a 
longing after which leads us to prevent the deſpotic act of 
fate. In fine, diſguſt of life is our ſole inducement to 


quit it. 22 
If all thoſe who are wretched would dare to diveſt them- 


{elves of prejudice, and to look their deſtruction in the face, 


they would ſee it is as eaſy to lay aſide exiſtence as to throw 


off an old coat, the colour of which diſpleaſes. The proof 
of this may be referred to our experience, 

We have enjoyed every gratification in life, even that 
of obliging our fellow-creatures, We could ſtill procure to 
ourſelves gratifications, But all gratifications muſt have a 
period, That period 1s our poiſon. We are diſguſted at 
the perpetual ſameneſs of the ſcene. The curtain is drop- 


ped, and we leave our parts to thoſe who are weak enough 


to feel an inclination to play them a few hours longer. 

Two or three grains of powder will ſoon break the ſprings 
of this moving maſs of fleſh which our hanghty fellow- 

reatures ſtile the King of Beings. 

Meſſrs. the officers of juſtice, our carcaſes are at your 
diſcretion, We deſpiſe them too much to give ourſelves 
any trouble about what becomes of them. 

As to what we ſhall leave behind vus——for mtr Bor- 


deaux, I give to M. de Rouilleres, commandant of the 
maree 


a. . — 


£ — 2 
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aarechauſſee at St. Dennis, my ſtecl- mounted ſword, He 
will recollect that, laſt year, about this very day, as he was 
conducting a recruit, he had the civility to grant me a fa- 
vour for a peffon of the name of St. Germain, who had 
offended him. 

The maid of the inn will take my pocket and neck- 
handkerchiefs, as well as the filk ſtockings which I now 
have on, and all my other linen whatever. . f 

The reſt of our effects will be ſufficient to pay the ex- 
pence of the uſeleſs law proceedings of which we mall be 


the ſubject. Toy | 
The half crown upon the table will pay for the laſt bottle 


of wine which we are going to drink. 3 
At St. Dennis, Bordeaux. 
Chriſtmas-day, 1773. Hutdgin., 


Of the following letter from Bordeaux to his 
lieutenant in the regiment of Belzunce, I have 
not ſeen the French; J cannot therefore anſwer 
for the tranſlation, which does not appear to 


have been done carefully. Another friend ſup- 
plied me with it. You ſhall have it as I had it 


from him. 


8 Sir, 


During my reſidence at Guiſe, you honoured me with 


your friendſhip. It is time that I thank you. You have 
often told me I appeared diſpleaſed with my ſituation, It 


was ſincere, but not abſolutely true. I have fince examined 
myſelf more ſeriouſly, and acknowledge myſelf entirely 
diſguſted with every ſtate of man, the whole world, and 
u ſelf. From theſe Alcoveries a conſequence ſhould be 

drawn: 5 
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drawn: if diſguſted with the whole, renounce the whole. 
The calculation is not long. I have made it without the 
aid of geometry. In ſhort, I am on the point of putting 
an end to the exiſtence that I have poſſeſſed for near twenty 
years, fifteen of which it has been a burden to me; and, 
from the moment that I write, a few grains of powder will 
deftroy this moving maſs of fleſh, which we vain mortals 
call the King of Beings, | 

I owe no one an excuſe, I deſerted, that was a crime; 
but I am going to puniſh it; and the law will be ſatisfied, 

J aſked leave of abſence from my ſuperiors, to have the 
pleaſure of dying at my eaſe. They never condeſcended 
to give me an anſwer. 'This ſerved to haſten my end, 

„I wrote to Bord to ſend you ſome detached pieces I 
left at Guiſe, which 1 beg you to accept, You will find 
they contain ſome*well choſen literature. Theſe pieces 
will ſolicit for me a place in your remembrance, 
« Adieu, my dear lieutenant! continue your eſteem 


for St. Lambert and Dorat. As for the reſt, ſkip from 


flower to flower, and acquire the ſweets of all knowledge, 
and enjoy every pleaſure. 


« Pour moi, j'arrive au trou ns 
Qui n'echappe ni ſage ni fou, 
6 Pour aller je ne ſgais ou, 


« Tf we exiſt after this life, and it is forbidden to quit 
it without permiſſion, I will endeavour to procure one mo- 
ment to inform you of it; if not, I ſhould adviſe all thoſe 
who are unhappy, which 1s by far the greateſt part of man- 
kind, to follow my example. | 

« When you receive this letter, I ſhall have been dead 


at leaſt 24 hours, 
Wich 1 Kg xc. 


Bordeaux.“ 


Is 


(On 


( 


Is there any thing like this in Engliſh ſtory ? 

If We exiſt of, ter this lift e—Ah, my brave Bor- 
deaux, that is the queſtion; and a queſtion 
which even you could not anſwer in the negative. 


There's the retroſpe& 

That makes calamity of ſo long life, 

For who would bear the whips and the ſcorns o'th' time, 
The Peng, of deſpiſed love, 
(which I could never bear), 
The law's delay, 

The inſolence of office, and the ſpurns 

Which patient merit of th' unworthy takes? 

But that the dread of W after death 

Puzzles the will, 

And makes us rather bear thoſe ills we have, 
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Than fly to others that we know not of. 


The pains theſe two poor fellows took (or ra- 
ther Bordeaux, for he ſeems to have been the 
principal) to prevent any trouble or uneaſineſs to 


their ſurvivors, lead me to reflect how very uni- 


formly the contrary is the conduct of ſuicides 
with us. One would ſometimes almoſt fancy that 
they ſtudied how they might commit the abomi- 
nable crime ſo as to be found by thoſe whom the 
diſcovery would moſt affect. Have they wives, 
children? It muſt be done ſometimes in their pre- 
lence, in bed with them; often in their hearing; 
almoſt always in ſuch a manner that they may be 
the firſt ſpectators of it. Mr. V. Lord F. Mr. 

S. 
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S. Lord C. Mr. B. are cruel inſtances of this, 
Oh for Omnipotence to call ſuch ſavages back 
to life, and chain them to the hardeſt taſks of 
exiſtence! Is not the crime of ſuicide ſufficient, 
without adding to it the murder of a heart-broken 
wife or child? Hence you may, perhaps, draw 
an argument that every ſuicide 1s a madman, 
For my part, I have no doubt of it; and if Hu- 
main had fallen into the hands of a friend leſs 


mad than Bordeaux, he might have lived to have 


fought another day. ne 
And here ends a long, dull letter, about a 


ſhort, entertaining converſation (on your part at 
leaſt). Don't ſtay long out of town, or I ſhall 


write you madder notes than you received 


during the week I was employed on the letter 
about Chatterton. When I think of you, I am 
mad 
think (or fancy ſo) that you don't think of me? 
G. is gone. | 


LETTER LIV. 


To the Same. 


1 March, 1779. 

Though we meet to-morrow, I muſt write you 
two words to-night, juſt to ſay, that I have all 
the hopes in the world ten days, at the utmoſt, 


will compleat the buſineſs. When that rs done, 


your 


What muſt I be when J have reaſon to 


It 
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your only objection is removed along with your 
debts ; and we may, ſurely, then be happy, and 
be ſo %. In a month, or fix weeks at furtheſt, 
from this time, I might certainly call you mine. 
Only remember that my character, now I have 


taken orders, makes expedition neceſſary, By 


to-night's poſt I ſhall write into Norfolk about 
the alterations at our. parſonage.— To morrow.— 
G. 's friendſhip 1s more than I can ever return. 


LETTER LV. 
To CHARLES — Eſq. 


| 20 March, 1779. 
Your coming to town, my dear friend, will 
anſwer no end. G. has been ſuch a friend to me, 
it is not poſſible to doubt her information. 


What intereſt has ſhe to ſerve? Certainly none. 


Look over the letters, with. which I have fo peſ- 
tered you for theſe two years, about this buſineſs. 
Look at what I have written to you about G. 
ſince J returned from Ireland. She can only 
mean well to me. Be not apprehenſive. Your 
friend will take no ſtep to diſgrace himſelf, 


What I ſhall do I know not. Without her I do 


not think I can exiſt, Yet I will be, you ſhall 


tee, a man, as well as a lover. Should there be a 


rival, 
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rival, and ſhould he merit chaſtiſement, I know 
you'll be my friend. But I'll bave ocular proof 
of every thing before I believe. 


Your's ever, 
LETTER LY. 
To the Sams. 


Po 6 April, 1779. 
Ir ſignifies not. Your reaſoning I admit. De- 
ſpair goads me on. Death only can relieve 
me. By what I wrote yeſterday, you muſt ſee 
my reſolution was taken. Often have I made 
uſe of my key to let myſelf into the A. that | 
might die at her feet. She gave it me as the key 
of love—Little did ſhe think it would ever prove. 
the key of death. But the loſs of NY H. keeps 
Lord S. within. 
My dear Charles, 1s it poſſible for me to doubt 
Gies information? Even you were ſtaggered by 
the account I gave you of what paſſed between us 
in the Park. What then have I to do, who only 
lived when ſhe loved me, but to ceaſe to live now 
ſhe ceaſes to love? The propriety of ſuicide, its 
cowardice, its crime have nothing to do with 
them. All I pretend to prove or to diſprove is 
my miſery, and the poſſibility of my exiſting un- 
| der 


. 


der it. Encloſed are the laſt dying words and 
confeſſion of poor Captain J. who deſtroyed him- 
ſelf not long ago. But theſe lines are not the 
things which have determined me. There are 
many defects in the reaſoning of them, though 
none in the poetry. 
mine, nor are his principles mine. His ills I 
could have borne. He told me of his induce- 


ments, poor fellow ! But I refuſed to allow them. 


Little did I imagine that I ſhould ever have in- 
ducements, as I now have, which T muft allow. 
Theſe extraordinary lines are ſaid to be his. Yet, 


from what I knew of him, I am flow to believe it. 5 


They ſtrike me as the production of abilities far 
ſuperior to his ; of abilities ſent into the world for 
ſome particular purpoſe, and which Providence 
would not ſuffer to quit the world in ſuch a 
manner. 85 | 
"Till within . month, till G.'s information, * 
thought of ſelf- murder as you think of it. No- 
thing now is left for me but to leap the world to 
come. If it be a crime, as I'too much fear, and 
we are accountable for our paſſions, I muſt ſtand 
the trial and the puniſhment. My invention Gan 
paint no puniſhment equal ro what I ſuffer here. 
Think of thoſe paſſions, my friend——thoſe 
paſſions of which you have ſo often, ſince I knew 


His motives are not - 
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Miſs , ſpoken to me and written to me. If 
you will not let me fly from my miſery, will you 
not let me fly from my paſſions? They are a 
pack of bloodhounds which will inevitably tear 
me to pieces, My careleſſneſs has ſuffcred them 
to overtake me, and now there is no poſſibility, 
but this, of eſcaping them.—The hand of Nature 
heaped up every ſpecies of combuſtible in my bo- 
ſom. The torch of Love has ſet the heap on 
fire. I muſt periſh in the flames. Ar firſt ! 
might perhaps have extinguiſhed them now 
they rage too fiercely. V. they can be ſ. nothered, 
they can never be got under. Suppoſe they 
ſhould conſume any other perſon beſide myſclf, 
And who is he will anſwer for paſſions ſuch as 
mine ?- At preſent, I am innocent. 

Did you ever read D'Arnaud ? Let me tell you 
a ſtory I found in him the other day. It made 
me ſhudder at the precipice on which I ſtand. It 
determined me to ſhut the adamantine gates of 
death againſt poſſibility, 


Salvinj, an Italian (no Engliſhman could commit. his 
| crime), i in whoſe mind my mind diſcovered its rela ion, be- 
comes intimate with Adelſon, an Englihman of fortune, as 
Rome. Salvini accompanies him to England, and is intro- 
| duced by bim to Mrs. Rivers and her daughter, his intended 
wife, Ade'fon introduced a rival and a——but you ſhall 
hear. Love, who had never before been able to conquer 
Salvini, now tyrannized over him, as cruelly as he has ty 

| Fannized 
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rannized over me. The tale is well worked up. Love leads 
his victim by degrees, from one crime to another; till, at 
laſt, on the day fixed for Nelly's marriage with Adelſon, Sal- 
vini murders her, and endeavours to murder himſelf, The 
attendants preſerve him, a further victim to juſtice. He is 


committed to Newgate—condemned to death. Adelſon 
bribes a jailor to afford Salvini that opportunity to eſcape, 
which he twice refuſes, He ſatisfies human juſtice by ſuffers 


ing at Tyburn. Aldelſon and Mrs. Rivers increaſe his crime, 


by dying of greet in e of it. 


Oh Charles Charles 


As yet the devil has not tempted me to plunge 


* When firſt Tread this letter I had never heard of D*Ar- 


naud. I now enquired for ſuch a writer. Still I could not 
credit Mr. H. Who could believe that poor H.“s Rory 


ſhould be related, ſo many years before it happened, under 


the name of Salvini? But ſo it is. (Epreuves du. fentiment 


par M. D*Arnaud. Maeſtricht, 1774. Tome 3. rot.) 
The circumſtance is ſo remarkable, that a note an hour long 
might be written upon it. If H.'s ſtory be more compleat 
than Salvini's, it does bat ſhow that nature 1s a better writer 
than D*Arnaud. He yields, yet yields only to her pen; and 


even nature appears to heve borrowed from D' Arnaud 


„ What a comp:iment !”” the reader ſays. © What a 
& writer, to deſerve ſuch a compliment!“ adds the Editor. 


befo e poor H. concludes this letter there is an alluſion to 


the m ſt ſingular ſcene which Rouſſeau has lo wonderfully 
painted. La nouvelle Heloiſe, Lettre 17, 
A a2 


as yet thy H. is no 
Salvini. Nor will I murder any but myſelf.— | 


| depths of deſtruction. 


[ Ws.3 


my Eliſe along with me-into the unfathomable 
Take the lines I men- 
tioned. They are too good for the bad cauſe 
they were written to defend.—My watch I have 
ſealed up for you: Wear it for my ſake. Crop 
has been a faithful ſervant to me, accept of him ; 
and when he 1s too old to carry you, let him have 
the run of your park. He once (how happy was 


_ I that day Y he once bore the precious burden 


Fe. 
. PF: 


of her for whom Idie. Already have I bid you 


tolemnly farewel, It ſhall not be repeated, 


While I 40 live, Your own 
| Averſe from life, nor well reſolved to die; 
Uſed but to murmur, I retain my breath— 


Yet pant, enlarged from this dull world, to try 
The hoſpitable, tho” cold, arms of death. 


What future joys ſhould bid me with to live? 
What flattering dreams of better days remain 7 
What proſpect can obſcure exiſtence give, 

A recompence for penury and pain? . 


Is there an hope that o'er this untoned frame 
Awaken'd health her wonted glow ſhall ſpread ? 
Is there a path to pleaſure, wealth, or fame, 
Which ſickneſs, langour, and remorſe can tread ?- 


Then wherefore ſhould I doubt? what ſhould I fear? 
Why for a moment longer bear my grief? 
Behold ! my great deliverer is near! 


Immediate as I with, 1 his prompt relicf, 
| O inſtance 
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O inſtance ſtrange of free, but blinded will, 
Diſcuſs'd ſo much, ſo little underſtood, 

To bear the certainty of preſent ill, 

Before the uncertain chance of ill or good! 


But what that chance? Why, be it what it may; 
Still'tis a chance: and here my woes are ſure. 
Yet think theſe woes are ſorrows of a day, 

While thoſe to all eternity endure. ---- 


Think on the horrors of eternal pain! 
Imagination ſtartles at the name; 

Nor can impreſs upon the labouring brain 
Duration endleſs ſtill, and ſtill the ſame.— 


Well haſt thou ſaid.- nor can it be impreſs'd. 
Hath blind credulity that abject ſlave, 
Who thinks.his-nothingnels, for ever ate 
Shall hold eternal triumph o'er the grave 


When oceans ceaſe to roll, rocks. melt away, 
Atlas and Etna fink into the plain, 

The glorious ſun, che elements decay, 
Shall man, creation's flimſieſt work, remain? 


What ſhall remain of man ?----this outward frame 2? 


Soon ſhali it moulder to its native dui----- 
Or haply that unbodicd ſub.le lame 

Which occupies and animates the bui ?. 

Let hut a finger ache; the kindred ſoul 

Its intimate alliance {hali pe: ceive : 

Let uitimate deſtruction gralp the whole; 

The ſoul immortal and unchanged ſhall live. 
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Stop but one conduit, and the tone is loft ;--- 


But burſt each pipe, and tear up every key, 
Then hall the decompoſed organ's ghoſt 


Swell the loud peal of endleſs harmony.---- 


So ſhall that quality, whoſe powers arife 
From various parts by niceſt art arranged ; 
With every ſhock they ſuffer ſympathize ; 
But aſter their deſtruction live unchanged, --- 


So much for argument---the legends vain 

Of prieſtly craft reach not th' ingenuous mind 
Let knaves invent, and folly will maintain 

The wildeſt ſyſtem. that deludes mankind, 


Did there exiſt the very hell they paint; 


Were there the very heaven they deſire; 
*F'were hard too chooſe, a devil or a faint, 
Eternal fing-ſong or eternal fire. 


Ye idle hopes of future joys, farewel ! 


Farewel ye groundleſs fears of future woe! 
Lo, the ſole argument on which to dwell. 


Shall I, or ſhall I not this life forego? 


I know the ſtorm that waits my deſtin'd head, 


The trifling joys J yet may hope to reap, 
The momentary pang L have to dread, 
The ſtate of undiſturbed, undreaming ſleep— 


Then all is known---and all is known too well, 
Or to diſtract, or to delay my choice: 
No hopes ſolicit, and no fears rebel 


Againſt mine ultimate, determined voice, 


Had 
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Had l ſuſpicions that a future ſtate 

Might yet exiſt, as haply Thave none - 
»Twere worth the coſt, to venture on my fate, 
Impelled by curioſity alone. 


Sated with life, and amply gratified 

In every varied pleaſure lite can give, 
One ſole enjoyment yet remains untried, 
One only novelty,----to ceaſe to live. 


Not yet reduced a ſcornful alms to crave, 

Not yet of thoſe with whom I lived the ſport, 
No great man's pander, paraſite, or flave--- 
O Death, I ſeek thy hoſpitable port. 

Thou, like the virgin in her bridal ſheet, 
Seemeſt prepared, conſenting, kind, to lie: 
The happy bridegroom I, with haſty feet, 

Fly to thine arms in rapt'rous extaſy. 


LETTER IN 
To Mr. B—. 

| 7 April, 1779. 
My dear F. | 
When this reaches you I ſhall be no more, but 
do not let my unhappy fate diſtreſs you too 
mich, I ſtrove againſt it as long as poſſible, 
but It now overpowers me. You know where 
my atiections were placed; my having by ſome 
e meang 


Cay. 3; 


means or other loſt her's /an idea which I could 


not ſupport), has driven me to madneſs. The up 
world will condemn me, but your heart will pity Id 
me. God hiets you „ my dear F. Would I had all 
a ſum of money to leave you, to convince you of en 
my great regard! You were almoſt my ouly 1 
friend. 1 have hid one circumſtance from you, ſo1 


which gives me gieat pain. I owe Mr. W. of 
Goſport one hundred pounds, for which he has 
the writings of my houſes; but I hope in God, 
when they are fold, and al other matters collect. 
ed, there will be nearly enongh to ſctile your ac- 
count. May almighty God bleſs you and your's, 
with comfort and happineſs ; and may you ever 


be a ſtranger to the pangs I now feel! May Ka- 
ven protect my beloved woman, and forgive this : 
act, which alone could relieve me from a world of . 
mifery | have long endured! Oh! if it ſhould ; 
be in your power to do her any act of friend{hip, 8 
reinember your faithful friend, J. II. f 
LET IE R LVIII. 7 

To CrarLEs -, Eſq. I 

x ; 

Tothill- fields, 


| 9 April, 1779. 
Tam alive and ſne is dead, 1 ſhot her, and 


noc myſell. Some of her blood and brains is fill 
upon 
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upon my cloaths. I don't aſk you to ſpeak to me, 
| don't aſk you to look at me. Only come hither, 
and bring me a little poiſon. . Such as is ſtrong 
enough. Upon my knees, I beg, if your friend- 
ſhip for me ever was lincere, do, do bring me 
ſome poiſon. 


LETT EK .LAK, 
To the Sams. 


9 April, 79. 
Your note juſt now; and the long letter I re- 
ceived at the ſame time, which ſhould have found: 
me the day before yeſterday, have changed my re- 
ſolution. The promiſe you deſire, I moſt ſo- 
ſemnly give you. I will make no attempt upon 
my life. Had I received your comfortable let- 
ter when you meant I ſhould, I verily do not think 
this would have happened. 
Pardon what [ wrote to you about the poiſon. 
Indeed I am too compoſed for any ſuch thing 
now. Nothing ſhould tempt me. My death is. 
| all the recompence I can make to the laws of my 
country. Dr. V. has ſent me ſome excellent ad- 
vice, and Mr. H. has refuted all my falſe argu- 
ments. Even ſuch a being as 1 finds friends. 


Oh, 
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Oh, that my feelings and his feelings would let 


me lee my deareſt friend, Then * tell you 
how this happened. 


F 
To the SAME 7 
Newgate, 
14 April, 1779. 
My beſt thanks for all your goodneſs ſince this 


day ſe'nnight. Oh Charles this is about the 
time, L cannot write. 


F - £ _ 5 - 


My trial comes on either Friday or Saturday, 
It will be indeed a trial, God (whom I have fo 
_ outraged) can alone tell how 1 ſhall go through 


it. My reſolution is not fixed as yet about 


pleading guilty, The arguments, by which they 
tel; me | may eſcape that death ſo much my due, 
[certainly will not ſaFer to be uſed. My pre- 
ſent ütuation of mind you may collect from the 
encloſed copy uf what I mean to fay, if I contt- 
nue in the reſolution, in which I yeſterday wrote 
you word I was, of pleading not guilty. | 


1 My Lord. 
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« My Lord, 


I ſhould not have troubled the Court with the exami- 
nation of witneſſes to ſupport the charge ag an me, nad 
I not thought the pleading guilty to the in dict: nent would 
give an indication of contemn nz death, not suitable to my 
p. eſent condition; and would in 1 Mz meaiuze, make me 
acceſſary to a ſecond peri cf my ite, And J likewiſe 
thought that the jutie e cf my country ought to be ſatisted, 
by ſaifering my offences to be proved, and the fact to be 
eſtabliſhed by evidence | | 

I and he:e the moſt wretched of haman be! vgs | and 
confeſs myſelf criminal in a high degree. I acknowledge 
ewith ſhame and repentance that my determination againſt 
my own life was formal and comp!eat. I p:oreft with that 
regard to truth, wich becomes my ſituation, that the will to 


deſtroy her, who was ever dearer to me than life, was never - 


mine until a momentary phrenzy overcame me, and induced 
me to commit the deed I deplore.---The letter which | meant 
for my brother-in-law, after my deceaſe, will have its due 
weight, as to this point, with good men. 
Before this dreadful act, TI truſt, nothing will be had | in 
the tenor of my life, which the common charity of man- 
kind will not readily excuſe. I have no with to avoid the 
puniſhment which the laws of my country appoint for my 
crime ; but being alrealy too unhappy to feel a puniſhment 
in death, or a ſatisfaction in life, I ſubmir myſelf to the 
diſpoſal and judgment of Almighty God, and to the conſe- 
quences of this quay" into my conduct and intention.“ 


Whatever the world may think, you, I know, 
believe that I had no intention againſt her till the 


wry inſtant. The account I wrote to you of the 


ſhocking 


1 


buſineſs ſince it happened, was the real truth, 
All Tueſday after J had finiſhed my letter to you, 
I in vain fought for an opportunity to deſtroy 
myſelf in her preſence, So, again, on the Wed. 
neſday, all the morning. In the afternoon, after 
dining at poor B.'s, I ſaw Lord S.'s coach paſs by 
the Cannon Coffee-houſe, where I was watching 
for it. 1 followed it to G.'s (inhuman, and yet 
not guilty, G!), From her houſe I ſaw it take 
them to the play. Now, I was determined ; and 


went to my lodgings, for my piſtols, where [ 


wrote a letter to B. which I pur into my pocket, 


intending to ſend it; but, as I forgot it, the let- 


ter was found there, When 1 returned to Co- 
vent-Garden, I waited for the concluſion of the 
play, in the Bedford Coffee-houſe. What a 
figure muſt I have been! Indeed, I overheard 
one gentleman ſay to a friend, that I looked as if 
I was out of my ſenſes. Oh, how I wiſhed for 
the play to be over. I had charged my piſtols 
with the kindeſt letter ſhe ever wrote me; a let- 
ter which made me the happieſt of mortals, and 
which had ever ſince been my taliſman. At laſt, 
arrived the end of the play, and the beginning 
of my tragedy. I met them in the ſtone paſſage, 


and had then got the piſtol to my forehead, but 


ſhe did not ſee me (nor did any one, I ſuppoſe), 


and the .croud : ſeparated us. This accident! 


_ conſidered 


WI ] TORR. or Os 


oY U An 


( 97,) 


conſidered as the immediate intervention of Pro- 


vidence. I put up my piſtol, turned about, and 
ſhould (J moft firmly believe) have gone out the 


other way, and have laid aſide my horrid reſolu- 
tion, had I not looked round and ſcen Mr. M. 
(whom I immediately conſtrued into the favoured 
lover deſcribed by G.) offer her a hand, which I 
thought was received with particular pleaſure. 
The ſtream of my paſſions, which had been 
ſtopped, now over-whelmed me with redoubled 
violence. Tt hurried me after them. Jealouſy 
ſuggeſted a new crime ; and nerved anew the arm 
of deſpair. I overtook them at the carriage, and 
— and, at about the time I am now writing 
this, felt more than all the tortures of all che 


damned together. 


What ſhall I not feel at the neceſſary recital of 
the tragedy, at my trial! 


LETTER LXI. 
10 Mr. 


in 9 


17 April, 79. 
If the murderer of Miſs —— Wiſhes to live, 


the man he has moſt injured will uſe all his i in- 
icreſt to procure his life. 


* 
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LETTER IX 


The Condemned-cell, 
in Newgate, 17 April, 


1779. 
The murderer of her how he preferred, far 


preferred, to life, ſuſpects the hand from which 
he has juſt received ſuch an offer as he neither 
deſires nor deſerves, His wiſhes are for death, 


not for life. One wiſh he has. Could he be 


pardoned | in this world by the man he has moſt 


Injured—Oh, my Lord, when 1 meet her in ano- . 


ther world, enable me to tell her (if departed 
ſpirits are ignorant of earthly things) that you 
forgive us both, that you will be a father to he: 


dear infants! 
. . 


LETTER IæXIII. 
= Eſq; 


To CrarLEs- 


I hat follows, in ſmall type, was written upos 
_ aifferent papers which be ſealed up for his friend en 
the fatal morning. The dates are preſerved, bit 
the contents of the Papers are here pul together af 
one Fetter, 
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- Newgate, Saturday night, 
17 April, 1779. 


My dear Charles! 


The clock has juſt ſtruck eleven. All has, bor fome. 
ime, been quiet within this ſad abode. Would that all 
were ſo within my ſadder brealt ! 


x That gloomineſs of my favourite Young's Night 7 bong bites: . 
K which was always ſo congenial to my ſoul, would have been 
py till heigktened, had he ever been wretched enough to hear 
* St. Paul's clock thunder through the ſtill ear of night, in 
5 the condemned walls of Newgate. The found is truly ſo- 
jt lemn—it ſeems the ſound of death. 1 
O that it were death's ſound! How greedily would my 
8 impatient ears devour it! 
0 And yet but one day more, Reſt, reſt, perturbed ſpi- 
1 rit, till then. 5 3 
er And hen | 
My God, my creator, my rt father? Thou who madeſt 
me as I am ; with theſe feelings, theſe paſſions, this heart! 

, —Thou, who art all might, and all mercy !---Well thou 
knowelt 1 did not, like too many of thy creatures, per- 
ſuade myſelf there was no God, before I perſuaded myſelf 
I had a right over my life.---O then, my father, put me 
not eternally from thy paternal preſence ! It is not puniſh- 
ments, noi pains, nor hell, I fear: What man can bear, I 

Te can, My fear is to be deemed ungrateful to thy goodneſs, 
1 to be thought uaworthy thy preſence, to be driven from the - 
light of thy countenance, 


2 | FO, B b 2 - 2 Well 
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Well thou knoweſt [ could not brook the thoughts of 
wanting gratitude to things beneath me in thy creation; to 
a dog, a horſe : almoſt to things inanimate ; a tree, a book. 
And thinkeſt thou that I could bear the charge of want of 
gratitude to thee! 

And, might---O might I reſign the joys of the other 
world, which neither eye can ſee, nor tongue can ſpeak, 
nor imagination dream, for an eternal exiſtence of love and 
blifs with her, whom 

Avery. at murderer ! The bliſs you aſk were para- 
die. 

My father, who art in heaven, I bow before thy mercy; 
and patiently abide my ſentence, 


Thefe papers which will be delivered to you after ny 
death, my dear friend, are not letters. Nor know I what to 
call them. They will exhibit, however, the picture of a 
heart which has ever been your's more than any other man's. 


How have I ſeen the poor ſoul affected at that recitative 
of Iphis in her favourite Jephtha! 
* Ve ſacred prieſts, whoſe hands ne'er yet were ſtained 
With human blood!“ 


To think that I ſhould be her prieſt, her murderer! In 


one of her letters, ſhe tells me, I recolle&, that ine could 
die with pleaſure by my hand, ſhe is ſure the could. Foor 
ſcul! Little did ſhe think 


It is odd, but I know for a certainty that this rec itative and 


the air which follows it, © Farewel &c.” were the laſt words 


ſhe ever lung. Now I mult ſay, and may ſay, experi: mnentally--- 
| „ Farewel 


* 


n 


55 


ce Farewel, thou buſy world, where reign 

«© Short hours of joy, and years of pain !?? 
I may not add 

„ Brighter ſcenes I ſeek above, 

« In the realms of peace and love.“ 


Love !—gracious God, this word in this place, at this 
tiige | | : 


Oh! 


Newgate, Sunday, 
18 April, 79. 
4 in che morning. 
©, Charles, Charles torments, tortures! Hell andi 
worſe than hell! | 
When I had finiſhed my laſt ſcrap of paper, I thought I 
felt myſelf compoſed, reſigned. Indeed, Fw ſo—1 am 
o now. - | 
I threw my wearied body---weared, Heaven knows, more 
than any labourer” 8, with the workings of my mind-- upon 
the loor of my dungeon. 


Sleep came uncalled, but only came to make me more 

compleatly curſed. | 

This world was paſt, the next was come; but, Ao that, 
no other world. All was revealed to me. My eternal ſen- 
tence of mental miſery (from which there was no flight), of 
banimment from the preſence of my father, of more than 


poetry e'er feigned or weakneſs feared, was paſt, irrevocas 
bly paſt, 


Her verdi& too of puniſhment was pronounced, Ves, 


Charles---fhe, the was puniſhed---and by whoſe means pu- 
nilled?. | 5 | 


B bz 


Even 


* 
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Even in her angel mind were failings, which it is not 
wonderful I never ſaw, ſince Omniſcience, it ſeemed, could 
hardly diſcern them. O, Charles, theſe foibles, ſo few, ſo 
undiſcernable, were ſill, I thought in my dream, to be 
expiated, For my hand ſent her to Heaven before her 


time, with all her few foibles on her head. 


Charles, I ſaw the expiation---theſe ezes beheld her un. 
dergo the heavenly puniſhment, 

That paſt, ſhe was called, I thought, to the reward of 
her ten thouſand virtues. | 

Then, in very deed, began my hell, my worſe than woman 
ever dreamed of hell, Charles, I ſaw her, as plainly as I 
ſee the bars of my dungeon, through which the eye of day 
looks upon me now for almoſt the lat time. Her face, her 
perſon were {till more divine than when on earth—they were 
caſt anew, in angel moulds. Her mind too | beheld, as. 


plainly as her face; and all its features, That was the 
ſame---that was rot capable cf alteration for the better. 


But, what ſaw. I elſe? That mind, that perſon, that face, 
that angel---was in the boſom of another angel. Between: 
ns. was a gulph, a gulph impaſſable! L could not go to her, 


neither could the come to me. 


Mo---nor did. the wiſh it. There was the curſe. 

Charles, ſhe law me, where I was, ſteeped to the lips i in 
miſery, She ſaw me; but without a tear, without one ſigh. 

One ſigh from her, 1 ought+——ans I could have borne 
all my ſufferings. 

A figh, a tear! She ſmiled. at all my ſufferings. Ves, 
ſhe, even ſhe, enjoyed. the tortures, the wrackings of my 
ſoul. She bade her companion angel too enjoy them. She 


| ſeemed to feaſt upon my grieſs; and only turned away her 


more than damning eyes, to turn them on her more than 
bleſt companion. Te 


Flames 
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Flames and brimſtone---corporal Tufferance---were para- 
diſe to ſach. eternal mental hell as this. | | | 

Oh! How I rejoiced, how I wept, ſobbed with joy, when 
I awoke, and diſcovered it was only a dream, and found 
myſelf in the condemned cell of Newgate. 


Mr. II. and Dr. V. neither of whom you know, I.be- 
lieve, are exceedingly kind to me, The latter wines to me, 
the former ſees me, continually. Your poor H. finds more 
friends than he merits.. : 


Among my papers you will ſee ſome lines I wrote on 
reading Goethe's * Werther,“ tranſlated from German into 


French, 


* Behold the marrow. of Werther's inconſiſtent ſtory. 


On the 4th of May 1771 we find him ſeperated from his f.rily and h'g 
boſon friend, and retired to ſolitude, on account of a lady's death (Pamie 
ce ſa jeuneſſe), whoſe attachment he feems to have returned z but, with 
regard to whom, he ſeems to confeſs he was entierement innocent. 

Defore the 15th of Tune: he contrives to fall moſt violently in love with 
Charlotte, notwäthſtanding he knows, both from her friend and herſelf __ 
that ſhe is very thortly to marry Albert. In ſpite of his voſom's friend's 
advice, either to endeavour to marry Charlotte himſeif, or to let her marry 
Albert without making himſelf miſerable, he very quietly waits the arrival 
of Albert, whom he finds le meilleur bomme du meude, without any diſco- 
very of his paſſion, but in mad, gloomy letters to his friend. In the be- 
ginning of September, he is perſuaded by his friend to tear himſelf from 
Charlotte's ſociety, to leave her quietly to marry, Albert, and to accept of 
an. appointment to an embaſſy; but not before a farewel between the three, 
in which it appears that Charlotte's mother, .on her death-bed, configned 
her to Albert. Before Werther has ſpent much time in his new appointe- 
ment, he talks of a pretty ſtrong penchant for the #765-Gimabic Mils B. 


On 
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Prench, which, while I was in Ireland, ſhe refuſed to lend 
me. When I returned to England, | made her det me read 
it. But I never ſhowed theſe lines to her, for ſear they ſhould 
make her uneaſy.— Unnappy Werther! Still leſs pretence. 
hadit thou for ſuicide than I. After quietly ſecing thy 
Charlotte marry another man, without ſo much as eiu 
to marry her thyſelf; hadit thou a right over tay exiſtence 
becauſe ſhe was not thy wife? Yet waſt thou lefs barbarous 
than I, for thou didſt not ſeek to die in her preſe ce—buc 
neither didſt thou doubt her love.---We. can neither of us 
hope for pardon. 


— 


Lines found, after Werter's death, upon the ground by 


7 
the piſtol. 
If chance ſome kindred ſpirit ſhould relate 
To future times unhappy Werter's fate; 
Should, in ſome pitying, almoſt pardoning age, 
42 — + 2 
Conſign my ſorrows to ſome weeping page -- 
And 
| ir Pens 
On the 20th January 1772 he writes ta Charlotte and mentions Mi, B. 
but his attachment to ber is only upon acebunt of. ber reſemblance ts Carleter. 
Adieu! concjudes this unaccountabletnadman, is Albert eft-i pres de! 


Derrbi- 
ce ſtu faire cette queſtion'”? Or ſhould you not long before have faid 
more ? 


« vous, et en quelle qualit? ?P———Inſenlc f” (true enough} „ 


On the 20th of February he writes: formally to congratulate Charlotte 
and Albert on their n. arriage. In April his German pride is diſzuſted at a 


piece of etiquette revealed to him 4y his dear Miſs B. with tears and a 9 


ui connoifſez mon cur. After ry ing and quitting another defirable efta_ 
bliſhment, he finds himſelf in July, contrary to his triend's entreaties, at the 
abode of Charlotte and Albert. After effectually deſtroying heir doracifle 
happineſs in this world, he forfeits all his own hopes of happineſs in an- 
other, by determining on ſuicide z and, leaving beh:nd him a cruelly 
aftectionate letter to Charlotte, he borrows her huſband's piſtols, and when 


| el 
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And ſhould the affecting page be haply read 

By ſome new Charlotte, mine will then be dead 
(Yes, the ſhall die---ſole ſolace of my love! 
And we ſhall meet, for ſo ſhe ſaid, above) 
O, Charlotte, M----- „by whatever name 

Thy faithful Werter hands thee down to fame--- 
O be thou ſure thy Werter never knows | 
The fatal ſtory of my kindred woes! 

Q do not, fair one---by my ſhocking end 

I charge thee !---do not let thy feeling friend 
Shed his ſad ſorrows o'er my tearful tale :--- 
Example, ſpite of precept, may prevail. 

. Nay, much loved M. though a fond defire 
To prove thy huſband, prove thy-childrens' ſire; 
Tho? theſe, and other duties, would, you know, 
Wichhold his hand from death's forbidden blow--- 


| the clock firikes de on the 22d of December, ſhoots himſelf through 
the head. | 


Werther was clearly a bad man. Had he not. died by his own VOY he : 
did not deſerve to live. The writer who either relates or feigns his danger». 


ous ſtory, is not a much better man, The beſt that can be ſaid for the 


work is ſaid by the French tranflator. (Werther, traduit de E'Allemands | 


Maeſtricht. 1776. Second partie, p. 229). 


Jeune homme ſenſible ! quand tu éprouveras la premiere atteinte de la | 


plus violente des paſſions pour un objet qui ne peut Etre a toi, tu diras ; tel 


ctolt V'Etat ce Werther, le premier jour qu'il vit Charlotte. Ah! fi je re- 
vos cet objet qui porte le trouble dans mes ſens, je Padorerai tous les jours 
davantage z bientot je ſouftrirai les tourments que Werther Eprouva, bien» / 


to: Ja langueur ou le deſepoir termineront ma malheureuſe carriere! Ou 


plus infortune encore, peut Ctre la vertu s'Cloignera de mon cœur; je. 


* ä oy 5 P » . . » 8 % . 
cieral a leduire cette femme; & fi mes efforts ſont: vains, je maſlacrerai ſon. 


CPOUX»ooClle (7722 Fuyons ] &vitons le crime, ou i'infortune: allons cher 


cher dans d'autres climats I gabi 95 un objet trop dang gereux, & 11jouitlance: 
de plailirs moins funeſtes. | 


And tet, Ellememe had no effect on H. 


vet. | 
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Yet might my gloomy tale full ſurely ſhroud 
His brighteſt day in melancholy's cloud ; 
Yet might thy H. lead, to his laſt breath, 

A life more ſhocking than even Werter's death. 


Newgate. - 
Sunday, 18 April, 79. 
5 o'clock in 
the afternoons 
Since I wrote to you this morning I have more than once 
taken up my pen. For what can I do, which affords me 
more pleaſure than writing to ſuch a friend as you are, and 
have been, to me? 5 
Pleaſure ! Alas Shes buſineſs Ras fack a wretch as I with 
fuch a word as that! However, pouring myſelf out to you 
thus upon paper is, in ſome meaſure, drawing off my ſor- 
rows---it is not thinking. | 
Cruel G.! And yet I can excuſe her, She knew not of 
what materials I was made. Lord S. wiſhed to preſerve a 
treaſure which any one would have prized. G. was em- 
ployed to preſerve the treaſure. And ſhe ſuſpected not that 
my foul, my exiſtence, were wrapped. up in it. 


O, my dear Charles, that you could prevail upon your- 
ſelf to viſit this ſad place! And yet---our mutual feelings 
would render the viſit uſeleſs. Sc---it is better thus. 

Now, perhaps, you are enjoying a comfortable and hap- 
py meal. There, again, my misfortunes! Of happinets 
and comfort, for the preſent, I have robbed you. H. has 
murdered happineſs. - 

But this is the hour of dinner, How many arc now com- 
fortable and happy! While | 


. 


8 


How many, again, with every thing to make them other- 
wile, are, at this moment, miterable! 

The meat is done too little, or too much---{Should the | 
pen of fancy ever take the trouble to invent letters for me, I 
ſhould not be ſuffered to write to you thus, becauſe it would 
ſeem unnatural, Alas---they know not how gladly a wretch 
like me forgets himſelf)--- he ſervant, 1 ſay, nas broken 
ſomething---ſome friend (as the phraie is) does not make his 
promiſed appearance, and conſequently is not eye witneſs of 9 
the unneceſſary diſhes which the family pretends to be able "1 
to afford---ur ſome Viend (again) drops in unexpectedly, 9 
and ſurprizes the family with no more diſhes 892 the table | 
than are neceſſary. _— FT» : 

Ye home-made- wretches, ye ingenious inventors of ills, 
before ye ſuffer you ſc;ves to be ſowered and made miſera- 
ble, for the whole remainder ef this Sunday, by ſome trifle 
or another, which does not deſerve the name of accident, 
look here---beho!d, indeed, that miſery of which your dif- 
contentedneſs complains! __ 

Peep through the grate of this my _ habitation, ye whe. 
have town-houſes and country-houſes. Look into my ſoul 


. in how few hours I am to dic, die in what man- | 
ner, di? for what offence ! 


72 
Now, go, be croſs and quarrel with your wives, or your 
huſbande, or your children, or your gueſts---begin to. curſe 
and to ſwear-- and call Almighty God to witneſs that 

you are the moſt miſerable, unlucky, wretches upon the 
face of the earth---becauſe the meat is roaſted half a dozen 


turns too much, or becauſe your cooks have not put enough 
ſeaſoning into your pyes. 
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T was obliged to lay down my pen. Such a picture” as 
this, in which myſelf made the principal figure, was rather 


too much. 


Good God to look back over the dreadful interval be- 
tween to day and laſt October two years. What a tale 
would it make of woe. Take warning from me, my fel- 
low creatures, and do not, do not love like H.! 


Still, Sunday. 
;p o'clock. 

When theſe looſe, incoherent papers ſhall come into your 
hands after my death, it will afford you' ſome e to 
know my temper of mind at laſt. 

Charles, as the awful moment approaches, I feel myſelf 
more, and more, and more denne, and calm, and re» 
ſigned. | 

It always, you know, was my opinion, that man could 


bear a great load of affliction better than a ſmall one. 
thought ſo then- now I am ſure of it. This day ſe'nnight 


I] was mad, perfectly mad. This afternoon I am all 


mildneſs. 
This day fe? annight !---To look back is death, is hell, 
"Tis almoſt worſe than to look forward. 


Let me endeavour to get out of myſelf. 
In proof of that opinion which you always ridiculed— 
go to the gaming table---obſerve that adventurer, who is 
come with the laſt 50 he can ſcrape together. See---how 
he gnaſhes his teeth, bites his fiſts, and works all his limbs! 
185 He 
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Ile has loſt the firſtithrow---his go are reduced to 3. Ob- 
ſerve him now—with what compoſure his arms are wrapped. , 
about him! What a ſmooth calm has ſuddenly ſucceeded to. 
that dreadful ſtorm which ſo lately tore up his Whole coun- 
tenance! Whence the reaſon think you? Has fortune ſmiled 
on him ?---DireQly the contrary. His 40 are now dwindled. 
to 5. His all, nay more, his very exiſtence, (his reſolution 
to live or die, depend upon this throw. Mark him-—how. . 
calmly, how careleſsly he eyes the box. J am not fure he 


does not almoſt wiſh to loſe, that he may defy ee d. 
tell her ſne has done her Worſt. 7 


40353001 507 18 king 
See . 5 . 
On a moment's point, th? important dye 
Of life and death ſpins doubtful ere it Os 47; and 
And turns up---death. ae c3 ag ib 


PI ſurrender my opinion for N if a common! obſers. 
ver, from has countenance, would not rather point him out as 


the winner, than the, h as; painter hon really - 
has won. $5.9 34, 


Since I wrote what you laſt WRT anche KY 
marching up and down my cell with the ep; of haughtineſs ; 
hugging myſelf in my tw arms; and; muttering between. 


my grating teeth, What a compleat wretch;L am NH © +, | 


But---is there not a God! Did not chat God create md ? 
Does not that God know my heart, den Poa area? Oh! 


yes, yes, yes! So bas 216 bent 


* 


NN then---And let *to-morfow cork am pre. 
pared. t 10 Aist IH Ideen „er bis 
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| Bod {who knows my heart, and will judge me, 1 truſt, by 
thit heart) knows it is not with a view to diminiſh my own 
guͤllt, the mignitude' and enormity -whereof I acknowledge 
but let not thoſe,” who! furvive | me, flatter themſelves 
that'afl the guilt of mankind goes t to the Oy to the gal- | 
lows 1 gracious Heaven 1) with H. 

J ſhall leave behind me culprits of the /ame kind as myſelf 
_—cubprits Who will not make my trifling atonement of an 
ignominious death. Oh may they ſee their crimes, and 
weep over them before they are confronted with the injured 
parties at the footſtool of the throne of the God of Hea- 
8 5 
Theſe are crimes (as indeed are all the crimes of men, 

However noiſeleſs. or inaudible) with which the liſtening angel 
Kies up to Heaven's chancery—but theſe are att they upon 
which tlie recording angel drops a tear as $8 fetes then 
dewn. The pencil:of Eternity engraves ſuch cri mes as thefe 
on adamantine tablets, which ſhall endure to the end of time. | 
Mane, mine, perhaps, may head the liſt, 

Be mercifut, O God be merciful! 

Reffexion in this world is Ara ORs aka worſt 
Mieke ofictided dee N en me ad _ next. 
I muſt fly aria Ne 1 N in 


4 
e# 
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« And, are there not orimes as bud as mine? Ir is little my 
intenrian 40 argue away the: badngis of wy crime but there 
_ ſurely are, and worle, e | 

Let chat gallant, SA Young. Bentle man yonden.hold up 
his hand. Ves, fir—you I firſt arraign. Not for breach of 
Friendſhip, not for falſe oaths to cred ulous virgins, not for 
Innocence betrayed—theſe are no longer crimes; theſe are 
the accompliſaments of our age, Sir, you are indicted for 

109 * flow 


1 91;] . 

How and deliberate murder.—Put not on that confident air, 
that Arrogant weile of cqntempt and bete Deng * 
with a ſncer.to haye the witneſſes pred uged. wi 10 Were 


! 2488 
when you ftruck, the ſtroke of death, Call not al loud for, the 1 


. hlood-ſtained;dagger, the dry-drayn bowl, el 0b e ed 
piſtol. Are theſe the only infirumenispf death? You know 
they are not. Murden is never at a loſs: for. weapons SN 
Sir, produce wp wife.—Scg, Lee lgt, 1 e 
faſhęs in this eyes! A murdęrer, and The mprfqs* of 
Wife, - Mayithe calumniator -- lg; ür ny; impregntions” 
no oaths thoſe are: what betrayedythat wife. You, did, dot 
plant a dagger in ber breaſt; but you. planted there grief, d 
- eaſe; death. She, fir, who gave you all, was deſtroyed, was 
- murdered: your ill uſage. And, no fuddenly, pot withqutt 
- giving her time to Enqw what was«t9.benprn, o:Shglaw the 
 Jingeringiſtroke, ſhe perceived. the, impoſhbility tg aygig it 3 
the felt it tenfold from the hands Ene d huſband, 


— —— — — 


e e 2: 01 n igel an Won use 604 
2 Won ec 3 iof, paper to 1 any, other eye 
1 your's, common people would wonder that, in propor- 
tion as the mbmnent! drew nearer, -I got further and further 
from myſelf. It may be contrhry to the rules of eriticks, but 
ſo it is. To think, or lo write about myſelf, is death, i is hell. 
My feelings. will not _ me to aac thels dickeren er- 

an more. 771209 RI 
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Let me pay a fmall tribute of praiſe. How often have 
you and [ complained ef familiarity's blunting the edge of 
every ſenſe on which ſhe lays her hand? At her bidding, 
my fades even in the eys of love; and che ſon of pity 

C '© 2 {miles 


C1292 } 


miles at forrow's bleeding breaſt. In her preſence, who is 
le that ſtill continues to behold the ſcene of delight, or that 
bull hears the voice of mourning ? What then is the praiſe 
of that gaoler, who in the midſt of miſery, and crimes, and 
death, ſets familiarity at defiance, and ſtill preferves the 
feelings of a man ? The author of the life of Savage gives 
celebrity to the Briſtol gaoler, by whoſe humanity the latter 

part of that ſtrange man's life was rendered more comforta- 
ble. Shall nd one give celebrity to the preſent keeper of 
| Newgate. 1 Mr. Akerman marks every day of his exiſtence, 
by more than one ſuch deed as this? — Know, ye rich and 
powerfal, ye who might ſave hundreds of your fellow crea- 
' tures; from ſtarving, by the ſweepings of your tables 
Know, that, among the various feelings of almoſt every 
wretch who quits Newgate for Tyburn, a concern neither 
laſt nor leaſt is that which be feels en leaving the er” of 
which this man'is'thekeeper. © 2 


—_——_— 
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But I can now no 3 fly from myſelf. In a few ſhort 
© Hoars the" Hand" which 1 ed wit to you, the hand 
NI 3 1 en bio 37. Md es 

op will not diftteſs Wey you or GET My life 10 owe to 
the laws of my country, and 1 will pay the debt. How I felt 
for poor Dodd! Well, you ſhall hear that I died like a 
0 man and achriſtian. I cannot have a better truſt than in the 
mercy of an all- juſt God. And, in your letters, when you 
ſhall theſe unhappy deeds relate, tell of me as 1 am. 1 for- 


* „ — 5 » we 


get the paſſage, tis i in Othello. 


You muſt ſuffer me to mention the tenderneſs _ great- 
es of mind, of my dear B. The laſt moments of my 
fe cannot be better ſpent than in recording this complicated 
act 'of friendſhip and humanity, When we parted, a talc 
FAVE Se EE to 
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too much for us both, he aſked me if there was any thing 
for which I withed to live. Upon his prefling me, I ac- 
knowledged I was uneaſy, very uneaſy, left Lord S. might 
withdraw an allowance of 50 pounds a year, which I knew 
he made to her father. Then,” ſaid B. ſqueezing my 
hand, burſting i into tears, and hurrying out 'of the room, I 
I will allow it him.” The affectionate manner in which he 
ſpoke of my S. would have charmed you, God for ever 
bleſs and proſper him! and my 8. and you! and 

1 The note which folloxvs was <uriticn ævith a pencil. All 
that was legible is here preſerved, thopgh the ſenſe is incomplete). 


LET ER 5 
To the Sane. 


Tyburn. | 
My d dear Chari es, W 


Farewell for ever in this world! þ tie 1 in- ® 


cere chriſtian and penitent and every thing, 1 
hope, that you can wiſh me. Would it prevent 
my example s having any bad effect if the world 
ſhould know how 1 abhor Wy former ideas of 
fuicide, my crime, ES 10 


% + will. *. he beſt e "of 


_— * $- 
her fame 1 charge you to be carefo iy yy 
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Your dying H. 
Sc LET- 
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LETTER Iv. 


From Crartes — Eſq. 


: : C44 5: 16 General comms, 
20 Auguſt, 1779. 
Mp dear friend, OY 
The coach, which paſſes through 


to-morrow, will leave a large packet for you at 
the George. When your ſervant goes to the 
| poſt, he may enquire for it. The contents are 
copies of ſuch letters as explain the incredible 


tale of that poor friend of mine, whom you were 


kind enough to patronize While he remained in 
your profeſlion, and to aſüiſt in promoting after 
he quitted it. Your's of the latter end of laſt 
month on the ſubject of his death, convinces me 
you will not be: angry with me for giving vou a 
light of ae, letters. There were many more 
among the papers which he ſealed up.for me on 
the morning of his death; but as they are more 
private, and leſs neceſſary to the ſtory, I have 
deſtroyed them. 


Your 


L294 .] 


Your memory will, I know, recollect Roche- 
foucault's reflection i on juge de Pamour par la 
pli-part de ſis effets, il reſemble plus a la Laine 4 4 


Pamitie. 


One very important fact ſtruck me on conſider- 
ing this melancholy buſineſs. In our recollection 
three perſons, either extemporaneouſly or delibe- 
rately, have determined to ſhoot, firſt the objects 
of their fury, and then themfelves—Stirn, who 
killed Mathews in 1767; Ceppi, whom II. 
mentions ; and poor H. himſelf; They all three 
ſucceeded in the firſt inſtance, and all three failed 
in the ſecond. 


If what I am told be true, what a ſcene muſt 
have been exhibited at the Shakeſpeare, foon after 
the cataſtrophe! II. was indulged with a fight 
of her body. While he was contemplating the 
efrect of his madneſs (for madneſs it ſurely mult 
have been), two or three people ruſhed in, who, 
arriving too late for the entertainment, heard of the 
murder, and came to learn the name of the victimus 
One of theſe immediately recollected H. 
immediately recognized Miſs ——, was, in 
fact, Lord S.— What a groupe for painting! 
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Were it not unneceſſary, when his piture is 
drawn at ſuch full length in theſe letters, I would 
give you a ſketch of the amiable man, whom, 

in ſo many years, and in ſo many different ſcenes, 
I never had occaſion but to love till che moment 
he abhorred himſelf, To make reflexions on his 
ſtory, would be to write a volume. The pam- 
phler called “ Caſe and Memoirs“ is a miſerable 


buſineſs ; and may do that n ſchief of which 
H. was aware. 


hes I is true,” we are told by the au: * 4 that in his own 


life, he had a property; and, by the laws of nature, lie 
might have diſpoſed of it, if he pleaſed——bat, it mop 
« be ſaid, he had none in Mifs ——'s, and, as /uch, 
* that he had noright to take it from her, Reaſon may ſup- 
port this argument; but is nothing favourable to be ſaid 
for a man who prefers death to life, becauſe that life is 
made wretched by a capricious and an e wo— 
„ man?” Page Ki. 3 
How very differently does the poor man him- 
ſelf talk in one of his Newgate papers to me, 


which! have not ſent you! | 
«6 The torture of my fituation is this, that not a word can 
10 be ſaid in my favour, unleſs you will ſay I am mad. But 
„ God knows I poffeſs all my ſenſes and feelings much too 
4% exquiftely. Vet this is not the part of my crime for 
„ which-I am always molt ſorry. Often, very often, I con- 
cc lader my crime with reſpect to the influence it may have 
60 upon the world. An example repreſented 1 in life by vice, 
us more effect than a plecept preached by virtue. No 
8⁴ one will imitate me in murdering the object of his love, 
5 | but 


4c 
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e but T may be conſidered by deſpair, or by folly, as ano- 


ther precedent in favour of the propriety of ſuicide. Fer- 
_ « haps, if theſe inſtances of deſperate cowardice did not go 

« out to this country, through the channels of our papers, 
by which means they are ſtored up as authorities againſt 


%a diſappointment or a gloomy day, ſuicide would, with 
« leſs propriety, be termed an anglici/m. Oh Charles, 
could the imperceptible, bur indiſputable, magnetiſm of 


« this part of my ſtory be deſtroyed; could my countrymen 


„ know how I abhor this part of my crime, how tho- 


roughly I was ever convinced (except during my phrenzy), 


« and how perfe@ly'I/am. now perſuaded, that eur own 


« Jives are no. more at our diſpoſals, than the Yiruts of our fel. 
„ Jay creatures, I ſhould 1 in A leſs of men · 


dc tal torture!“ ende k bun baut 1 £1559 Of 
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| Worthy fout 


ſ : bs; , 1 0 - * 
ronotlls br JILL: On 


ſigh, a tear to thy virtües. | Reſt, reſt, 4 HA 
turbed ſpirit ! Thy Charles, when time 


friendſhip, will find ſome way to tell the world 
thy dying with. | 
My dear General 
HByer your's | 


Charles —. 


How 


z. A * 


e We abhor, we au 
reſpect: And fo will 'poſterity. That juſtice 
which condemned thee to death cannot refuſe a 


all 
have a little healed the wound made in his 
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How poor, how rich, how abject, how auguft, 

. How complicate, how wonderful, is man!! 
How paſſing wonder he who made him ſucgha! 
W ho centered in our make ſuch ſtratigs extremes! 
From different natures hrvelNouſy int: 7. 1 r 0 
COT Connexion exquiſite pf. diſtant worlds 11 11 * t Lan 
»:. Midway from nathing to the, Dei! 
A beam ethereal, ſullied and abſorpt! nd bot 
Though ſullied and diſhonoured, till divine! 
e of greartiefa abfolute I | Ito. 
An heir ef glory! a frail-child-of duſt!! 
- Helpleſs waer Inſet infinite! . 
A worm! a God —1 tremble at 13 
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ww 1 914 ht Though, 


And in my f am loſt} ao _ . 


ON READING. 
« LOVE and MADNESS.” 


' LOVE! thou powerful guider of 
the ſoul, | 
Why mw with anguiſh thy endearing 
ow 3 
Why. wound alike two fond, two tender 
hearts; 
Or why with poiſon taint thy jbarbed 
| | any 7 X 
| Reaſon replies: © Tis Heav'n's ſupreme. 
© decree, 
© That pleaſures unalloyed never be; 
6 Leſt we forget our hopes of bliſs 
above, 
by And ſhould from crime to crime e with. 
taſnneſs rove,” 


